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Then out spake brave Horatius 


The Captain of the Gate: 


“To every man upon this Earth 
Death cometh soon or late 
And how can man die better 
Than facing fearful odds 

For the ashes of his father 
And the temples of his Gods.” 


Lays of Ancient Rome 


Thomas Babington Macauley 


Le Minotaur 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is delighted to publish the sixth edition of Le 


Minotaur Magazine which serves to explore the beast in all of us. 


In this edition there are several short stories that also explore the beastliness 


of artistry and artists. 


Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


penny_plenty321 @ yahoo.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the author. 


Le Minotaur welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 
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The Enchanted Dolls of Marina Bychkova 


And her Enchanted Dolls ... 
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Minotaure Covers from the 1930’s 


by Picasso 
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Marcel Duchamp, 1934 
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Max Ernst 
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Salvador Dali 


Call for Minotaur Art 


Le Minotaur Magazine invites our readers to send in their original Minotaur 


Art, to be featured on the cover or within our Magazine. 


A Girl and her Minotaur 


Send your submissions as either jpeg or as pdf and include an artist’s 


statement of perhaps 200 words. 
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Lucky Kitty - An Artist's Statement 


[Vancouver] I have a Japanese friend who came to Vancouver to get away 
from Tokyo. Just a few weeks before she was to be married her fiancé broke 
off their engagement. She was 26 and they had been going out for three 
years. I met her at a conversation club gathering and she wanted to go for a 


walk. We walked down Granville Street as she told me her sad story. 


I told her the story of my grandmother having three admirers and how her 
father, my great-grandfather, told her she had to choose between the three. 
One who had a family and needed someone to look after his children (their 
mother had died), the second a play boy who promised her a fast life and the 


best restaurants and a third man who was quiet and conscientious... 
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My Japanese friend understood what I was saying. She promised she would 
go out to search for three boyfriends. A few months after she returned home 
I received an email saying she had three boyfriends ... so I painted her this 
picture and asked “should I send it to her?” She was still living at home with 
her mother and younger sister. “No, please don’t send it to me, my mother 


would get very angry thinking I was sleeping about like an alley cat.” 


The good news ... the following year she was married! Lucky Kitty. Like 


my grandmother, my Japanese friend chose someone quiet and conscientious 


When I heard the news, I painted out her boyfriends and kitten and painted 
Lucky Kitty in an oyster shell in the style of Botticelli’s Birth of Venus ... 
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Prose 
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Jackie’s Early Love Letters by Rebecca Mead 


Jacqueline Lee Bouvier, 1947 


[New York] When Jacqueline Lee Bouvier (July 28, 1929 — May 19, 1994), 
the future First Lady, graduated from Miss Porter’s School, in Farmington, 
Connecticut, in 1947, the yearbook made note of her wit, her 
accomplishments as a horsewoman, and her unwillingness to become a 
housewife. Ample evidence of the first of these traits is to be found in a 
cache of unpublished letters which is coming up for auction at Christie’s 
next month (May, 2011), most of them written from Farmington, and all 
addressed to R. Beverley Corbin, Jr., abeau who was a student at Harvard. 


“If school days are the happiest days of your life, I’m hanging myself with 
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my skip rope tonight,” Jackie — as she signed herself — wrote in the fall of 


1945, when she was sixteen. 


In the letters — of which there are about twenty, all but one written in the 
course of eighteen months, and which are valued at twenty-five to thirty-five 
thousand dollars — Jackie is, like most teenagers, cynical, whimsical, and 
vulnerable, by turns. There is much chafing against the regulations of 
school, where visits from callers are strictly governed; in one letter she 
informs Corbin that she will be visiting a Church in Boston on a field trip, 
and suggests that he arrange to turn up coincidentally in the pews at the 
appropriate hour. Some boys had pulled a similar stunt when her class 
visited a New Haven museum the previous year, she said. A teacher had 
asked the guards to expel them from the galleries, “but she couldn’t do that 


to you in a church.” 


She complains about the dullness of her environs — “some man is beating his 
wife in the street which is the only interesting thing that has happened all 
day” — and plans for alternative education prospects for her own children. 
The boys, she says, will go to public school in New York City (“with 
gangsters”) and the girls to Hunter College. *They'll all be morons but at 
least they won’t have to tear around and get their teeth knocked out playing 
hockey.” She is unimpressed with Vassar — “a huhe lonely place” — on a 
visit, adding that if her father insists on her going there she will rebel and 
work her way through Sarah Lawrence until he relents. (She attended 
Vassar.) When an aptitude tester comes to the school, Jackie reports that the 


career path determined most suitable for her was that of a waitress or a 


59 


photographer. (The latter, at least, she did become for awhile, at the 
Washington Times — Herald.) 


Jackie’s parents had divorced four years before she went to Miss Porter’s, 
and some of the letters give insight into family affairs: in advanced of a 
much anticipated Christmas holiday, she writes dryly that “I can commute 
happily between my doting parents until they get sick of me.” In 1946, she 
reports that, at her mother’s “the stork is hovering over our roof” (its bundle 
contained her half-brother, James Auchincloss), and ina letter written from 
her father’s house in Hot Springs, Virginia, she says that “Daddy’s on the 
phone yelling at his poor little Clerk on the Stock Exchange and I can’t hear 


myself think — which probably won’t make too much difference.” 


Her relationship with “Bev darking,” as she addresses him, appears to be 
more companionable than passionate: she writes fondly of cooking him 
scrambled eggs after a summer dance in Newport, and tells him of the 
parties she plane to go to when she's on vacation in New York. I'll make the 
hours you stay up till look like the curfew for a two-year-old,” sha says. By 
early 1947, when Corbin is out of college — “you ought to make a wonderful 
tycoon,” she writes, “the ruthless type who eyes you with a glance of steel 
and has a lovesick secretary lurking in the background” — the relationship is 
apparently faltering. (The final communication is a note in which she tells 
him she is engaged to marry John Husted, an engagement that ended in few 


months later). 
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Things with Corbin appear to fall apart over a kiss, which Jackie declines to 
bestow while the pair is at the Rockefeller Center. He accuses her of not 
loving him; wounded, she withdraws in a manner recognizable to anyone 
who has navigated the perilous territory between epistolary romance and the 
face-to-face kind. “I don’t think I am in love with you when I’m with you,” 
she writes. “But it’s awfully hard for me to stay in love with someone when 
I only see them every three months and when the only contact I have with 


them is through letters. 


Cub reporter in Washington, 
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Manifesto of Lust by Valentine de Saint-Point 


A Futurist Manifesto 
11th January 1913 


A reply to those dishonest journalists who twist phrases to make the Idea 


seem ridiculous; 


to those women who only think what I have dared to say; 


to those for whom Lust is still nothing but a sin; 


to all those who in Lust can only see Vice, just as in Pride they see only 


vanity. 


Lust, when viewed without moral preconceptions and as an essential part of 


life’s dynamism, is a force. 


Lust is not, any more than pride, a mortal sin for the race that is strong. Lust, 


like pride, is a virtue that urges one on, a powerful source of energy. 


Lust is the expression of a being projected beyond itself. It is the painful joy 
of wounded flesh, the joyous pain of a flowering. And whatever secrets unite 
these beings, it is a union of flesh. It is the sensory and sensual synthesis that 
leads to the greatest liberation of spirit. It is the communion of a particle of 


humanity with all the sensuality of the earth. 


62 


Lust is the quest of the flesh for the unknown, just as Celebration is the 
spirit’s quest for the unknown. Lust is the act of creating, it is 


Creation. 


Flesh creates in the way that the spirit creates. In the eyes of the Universe 
their creation is equal. One is not superior to the other and creation of the 


spirit depends on that of the flesh. 


W e possess body and spirit. To curb one and develop the other shows 
weakness and is wrong. A strong man must realize his full carnal and 
spiritual potentiality. The satisfaction of their lust is the conquerors’ due. 
After a battle in which men have died, it is normal for the victors, proven 
in war, to turn to rape in the conquered land, so that life may be re- 


created. 


When they have fought their battles, soldiers seek sensual pleasures, in 
which their constantly battling energies can be unwound and renewed. The 
modern hero, the hero in any field, experiences the same desire and the same 
pleasure. The artist, that great universal medium, has the same need. And the 
exaltation of the initiates of those religions still sufficiently new to contain a 
tempting element of the unknown, is no more than sensuality diverted 


spiritually towards a sacred female image. 
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Art and war are the great manifestations of sensuality; lust is their 
flower. A people exclusively spiritual or a people exclusively carnal would 


be condemned to the same decadence - sterility. 


Lust excites energy and releases strength. Pitilessly it drove primitive 
man to victory, for the pride of bearing back a woman the spoils of the 
defeated. Today it drives the great men of business who run the banks, the 
press and international trade to increase their wealth by creating centers, 
harnessing energies and exalting the crowds, to worship and glorify with it 
the object of their lust. These men, tired but strong, find time for lust, the 
principal motive force of their action and of the reactions caused by their 


actions affecting multitudes and worlds. 


Even among the new peoples where sensuality has not yet been released or 
acknowledged, and who are neither primitive brutes nor the sophisticated 
representatives of the old civilizations, woman is equally the great 
galvanizing principle to which all is offered. The secret cult that man has for 
her is only the unconscious drive of a lust as yet barely woken. Amongst 
these peoples as amongst the peoples of the north, but for different reasons, 
lust is almost exclusively concerned with procreation. But lust, under 
whatever aspects it shows itself, whether they are considered normal or 


abnormal, is always the supreme spur. 


The animal life, the life of energy, the life of the spirit, sometimes demand a 


respite. And effort for effort’s sake calls inevitably for effort for pleasure’s 
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sake. These efforts are not mutually harmful but complementary, and realize 


fully the total being. 


For heroes, for those who create with the spirit, for dominators of all fields, 
lust is the magnificent exaltation of their strength. For every being it is a 
motive to surpass oneself with the simple aim of self-selection, of being 


noticed, chosen, picked out. 


Christian morality alone, following on from pagan morality, was fatally 
drawn to consider lust as a weakness. Out of the healthy joy which is the 
flowering of the flesh in all its power it has made something shameful and to 
be hidden, a vice to be denied. It has covered it with hypocrisy, and this has 


made a sin of it. 


We must stop despising Desire, this attraction at once delicate and brutal 
between two bodies, of whatever sex, two bodies that want each other, 
striving for unity. We must stop despising Desire, disguising it in the pitiful 


clothes of old and sterile sentimentality. 


It is not lust that disunites, dissolves and annihilates. It is rather the 
mesmerizing complications of sentimentality, artificial jealousies, words that 
inebriate and deceive, the rhetoric of parting and eternal fidelities, literary 


nostalgia — all the histrionics of love. 


We must get rid of all the ill-omened debris of romanticism, counting 


daisy petals, moonlight duets, heavy endearments, false hypocritical 
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modesty. When beings are drawn together by a physical attraction, let them 
— instead of talking only of the fragility of their hearts — dare to express their 
desires, the inclinations of their bodies, and to anticipate the possibilities of 


joy and disappointment in their future carnal union. 


Physical modesty, which varies according to time and place, has only the 


ephemeral value of a social virtue. 


We must face up to lust in full conciousness. We must make of it what a 
sophisticated and intelligent being makes of himself and of his life; we must 
make lust into a work of art. To allege unwariness or bewilderment in 


order to explain an act of love is hypocrisy, weakness and stupidity. 


We should desire a body consciously, like any other thing. 


Love at first sight, passion or failure to think, must not prompt us to be 
constantly giving ourselves, nor to take beings, as we are usually inclined to 
do so due to our inability to see into the future. We must choose 
intelligently. Directed by our intuition and will, we should compare the 
feelings and desires of the two partners and avoid uniting and satisfying any 


that are unable to complement and exalt each other. 
Equally consciously and with the same guiding will, the joys of this 


coupling should lead to the climax, should develop its full potential, and 


should permit to flower all the seeds sown by the merging of two bodies. 
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Lust should be made into a work of art, formed like every work of art, both 


instinctively and consciously. 


We must strip lust of all the sentimental veils that disfigure it. These 
veils were thrown over it out of mere cowardice, because smug 
sentimentality is so satisfying. Sentimentality is comfortable and therefore 


demeaning. 


In one who is young and healthy, when lust clashes with sentimentality, lust 
is victorious. Sentiment is a creature of fashion, lust is eternal. Lust 
triumphs, because it is the joyous exaltation that drives one beyond oneself, 
the delight in posession and domination, the perpetual victory from which 
the perpetual battle is born anew, the headiest and surest intoxication of 
conquest. And as this certain conquest is temporary, it must be constantly 


won anew. 


Lust is a force, in that it refines the spirit by bringing to white heat the 
excitement of the flesh. The spirit burns bright and clear from a healthy, 
strong flesh, purified in the embrace. Only the weak and sick sink into the 
mire and are diminished. And lust is a force in that it kills the weak and 


exalts the strong, aiding natural selection. 
Lust is a force, finally, in that it never leads to the insipidity of the definite 


and the secure, doled out by soothing sentimentality. Lust is the eternal 


battle, never finally won. After the fleeting triumph, even during the 
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ephemeral triumph itself, reawakening dissatisfaction spurs a human being, 


driven by an orgiastic will, to expand and surpass himself. 
Lust is for the body what an ideal is for the spirit — the magnificent 
Chimaera, that one ever clutches at but never captures, and which the young 


and the avid, intoxicated with the vision, pursue without rest. 


Lust is a force. 


Pictorial: Artists are like stinging bees ... 


Artists must be sacrificed to their art. Like bees, they must put 


their lives into the sting they give 


- Ralph Waldo Emerson 
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The Birth of a Great Artist by André Maurois 


A Story Dedicated to Painters Who Desire to Rise to the Top of Their 


Profession 


VF November, 1927 


Pierre Douce the painter, was just finishing a still life —flowers in a 
chemist's jar, egg-plant on a plate, — when Paul Emile Glaise, the novelist, 
entered tin; studio. For some minutes Glaise contemplated his friend at 


work, then he said emphatically: "No." 


The painter interrupted the polishing of an egg-plant and looked up in 


surprise. 


"No," Glaise repeated with rising emphasis, "No, you will never get there. 
You have skill, you have talent, and you are in earnest. But your painting is 
flat, old man. It has no flash, it does not cry out. In a salon of five thousand 
canvases, what is there to halt the sleepy procession in front of your work? . 


.. No,Douce, you will never get there, I am sorry to say." 


"Why?" sighed honest Douce, "I paint what I see; I have never hoped for 


more than that.' 


"That is just the point. You have a wife, old man, a wife and three children. 


Milk costs eighteen sous a litre and eggs are one franc each. There are more 
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pictures than there are buyers, and the blockheads outnumber the 
connoisseurs. How under the circumstances is it possible, Douce, to emerge 


from this vast horde of the unknown?" 


"Work?" 


"Be serious. The only way, Douce, of arousing the imbeciles is to do 
something outlandish. Announce that you are going to paint a picture at the 
North Pole. Go about dressed like an Egyptian king. Found a new school. 
Mix up some learned words like exteriorisation and dynamism in a hat and 
compose manifestoes. Deny movement, or repose; white or black; the circle 
or the square. Invent neollomeric painting which recognizes nothing but red 
and yellow, or cylindrical painting, or octohedral painting, or fourth- 


dimensional painting." 


AT this point a waft of strange sweet perfume announced the 
entrance of Madame Kosnevska. She was a Polish beauty whom Pierre 
Douce admired for her great charm. A subscriber to expensive reviews 
which reproduced at considerable cost the masterpieces of three-year-olds, 
she never noted the name of our honest Douce in them and she disapproved 
of his painting accordingly. Stretching herself out on a divan, she inspected 
the canvas on which he was working, shook her blond hair, and smiled not 


without malice: 


"Yesterday," she said, with her suave and purring accent, "I went to see an 


exhibit of Negro art. Ah! the sensibility, the plasticity, and the power there!" 
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Turned to the wall was a portrait which the painter had liked. He showed her 
this. 


"Very nice," she said dutifully; and suave, purring, and perfumed, she 


disappeared. 


Pierre Douce tossed his palette into a corner and dropped on the divan. "I am 
going to get a job," he said, "as an insurance inspector, or a bank clerk, or a 
policeman. Painting is the lowest of trades. To be successful you have to 
appeal to a lot of idlers, and resort to all kinds of antics. Instead of respecting 
the masters, the critics encourage the barbarians. I have had enough of it. 


and Pm through." 


Paul-Emile listened to him, then lit a cigarette and for some time pondered 


in silence. 


Finally he spoke. "Would you like to give the snobs and the pseudo-artists 
the rough treatment they deserve? Do you feel as though you could, with an 
air of mystery and high seriousness, announce to Kosnevska and a few other 
esthetes that for the last ten years you have been preparing to carry your 


manner of painting another step forward?" 


"I?" said honest Douce in astonishment. 
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"Listen. ... I am going to tell the world, in two articles judiciously placed, 
that you are founding the ideo-analytic school. Previous to you, all 
portraitists have in their ignorance emphasized the importance of the human 
physiognomy. Nonsense! For on the contrary, what really makes a man is 
the ideas which he evokes in us. Thus the portrait of a colonel would be five 
enormous stripes against a background of blue and gold, with a horse in one 
corner and crosses in another. The portrait of a manufacturer would be a 
factory chimney and a clenched fist on a table. Do you understand, Douce, 
what you are bringing into the world, and can you paint me in one month 


twenty ideo-analytic portraits?" 


"In one hour," he said, "and the sad part of it is, Glaise, that it might 


succeed." 

"Let's try it." 

"T couldn't put up the front." 

"Then, old man, when any one asks you for an explanation, simply take your 
time, launch a whiff of your pipe-smoke in the face of your interlocutor, and 
say these simple words: "Have you ever studied a river?" 


"And what does that mean?" 


"Nothing," said Glaise, "and as a consequence they will consider it 


wonderful." 
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Two months later, the private showing that precedes the public opening, 
(the vernissage of the Exhibit Douce) was closing in triumph. Suave, 
purring, and perfumed, the beautiful Madame Kosnevska was inseparable 


from her latest great man. 


"Ah!" she repeated, "the sensibility, the plasticity, and the power there! 
What intelligence! What revelation! And just how, dear, did you arrive at 


these astounding syntheses?" 


The painter paused for some time, then exhaled a cloud of smoke from his 


pipe and said, "Have you ever, dear Madame, studied a river?" 


In a rabbit-fur overcoat the young and brilliant Levy-Coeur was haranguing 
a group: "Very strong!" he was saying. "Very strong! As for me, I have been 
repeating for a long time that it is the height of absurdity to paint from a 
model. But tell me, Douce: the revelation. Where did you get the idea? From 


my articles?" 


Pierre Douce took his time, blew a triumphant cloud of smoke in his face 


and said: "Have you, Monsieur, ever studied a river?" 


"Admirable!" the other man exclaimed approvingly; "Admirable!" 


AT that moment, a celebrated art dealer who had just finished the rounds of 


the pictures, plucked the painter by the sleeve and dragged him into a corner. 
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"Douce, my friend," he said, "you are a clever fellow. We could make this 
the beginning of a career. Give me exclusive rights to your whole output. 
Don't change your manner until I tell you, and I will take fifty pictures a 


year. Agreed?” 

Enigmatically, Douce smoked and said nothing. 

Gradually, the studio was emptied. PaulEmile Glaise went and closed the 
door behind the last visitor. From the stairs came a retreating murmur of 
admiration. Left alone now with the painter, the novelist gaily thrust his 
hands in his pockets and broke into formidable laughter. 

The painter frowned, and as the other kept laughing, he said bruskly: 
"Imbecile!" 

"Imbecile?" the novelist exclaimed angrily. "When I have just succeeded in 
the greatest hoax since the one perpetrated by the notorious Monsieur 
Bixiou." 

The painter cast a proud glance at the twenty analytic portraits and said: 


"Yes, Glaise, you are an imbecile. There is something in these paintings." 


The novelist contemplated his friend with extreme astonishment. 
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"That is too much!" he shouted. "Douce, remember. Who suggested this new 


style of painting to you?" 


Then Pierre Douce took his time and exhaled an enormous cloud of smoke. 


"Have you ever," he said, "studied a river?" 
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What a Débutante Should Know 


Especially If She Wants to Be a Popular Figure in New York Society 


Vanity Fair July 1919 


Taking one consideration with another, a débutante certainly has a rough 
time of it in New York society. Problems of the most intricate nature are 
always coming into her young life. She is forever being confronted by 
dilemmas of the most serious description. And a single wrong decision, even 
a single moment of wavering, may cost her her social position. It is almost 


too harrowing to think about. 


Just to give you some idea of what a débutante is up against, in this hard, 
cruel New York world, here are four dark problems that one girl had to 
solve. It is a terrible thing, to think of a poor innocent girl having these four 
bitter experiences, but it just goes to show how much a débutante can work 


into her life if she only keeps at it. 

We are leaving the thing to you. 

If you were a poor, struggling little debutante striving to make your way in a 
great city, just how would you face these vital crises? What would be your 


solution of these problems of a young girl— who is but one of a large group 


of similar sinned-against damsels? 
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Problem A 


Miss E --- the heroine of these tragic episodes, is a girl of irreproachable 
family, impeccable social position, great popularity, much charm, and, 
unfortunately, small income—almost invisible, in fact. She is an orphan, 
living with an impressive but absentminded aunt. She must settle her 


problems for herself. 


She has recently met a man who has come on to New York from the 
mysterious regions broadly known as the West. He is one of those who have 
so happily been called Nature’s noblemen; he has a heart of gold, an 
overwhelming kindliness, and a desire—which is almost pathetic in its 
intensity—to give pleasure to those he likes. And, like most of these elderly 
Lochinvars that come out of the West, he has an almost indecent amount of 
money. But he has the true Western naiveté; the little subtleties of social 
convention go completely over his head—he just doesn’t know a single 


thing about them. 


Out of the sheer goodness of his heart, thinking it would give her pleasure to 
own them— which it undoubtedly would—he has sent some charming and 
expensive gifts to the debutante, in whom he has taken a deep, almost a 
fatherly, interest. ‘The Westerner has never had an evil intention in all his 
life; he has sent our heroine a diamond wrist watch and a gold vanity case in 


the sweet innocence of his vast, Western generosity. 


78 


And this is where you come into the plot. Just what would you do, if you 
were that debutante? Remember that you are a young girl, far from rich, and 
you naturally would love to own those charming little objets d’art. Also 
remember the sterling character and the blissful ignorance of the giver. It is 
these things which make the problem so intricate; bearing all of them in 


mind— would you keep those gifts, or would you return them? 


Problem B 


The next event in our heroine’s adventurous career is her acquaintance with 
a certain dowager, a lady absurdly rich, extremely amiable, ineradicably 
middle-class, and—oh, well, if you must know it, just the least shade vulgar. 
This kindly soul longed beyond all things to be in society. She had brooded 
over it, in her helpless way, for a long, long time. She has taken a great 
fancy to the débutante, and, through our heroine, she thought she saw a way 
to the attainment of the desire of her kindly old heart. She came to the 
débutante and, in the strictest confidence, submitted this dark plan. She—the 
dowager, you know— would pay the débutante a very nice little yearly wage 
of $10,000, if the débutante would introduce her to the right people, would 
take her about now and then, would speak an enthusiastic word for her at the 
right moments, —in short, would push her, gently but firmly, into society. It 
was all, of course, to be a profound secret. No one save the débutante and 
the dowager would ever know. It was not to be over-done, nor to be done 
obviously. Just tactfully, quietly, and gradually the dowager would be 


worked into the elect. So there you are. 
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So there you are. Should the débutante accept the offer? 


Problem C 


And here enters the villain. Our heroine’s charms have proved strongly 
attractive to a well-known man-about-town, somewhere along about twice 
her age. He is a broker, very rich and very popular, but a permanent and 


unmistakable bachelor. 


He casually informs the débutante that, while buying some stock for himself, 
he bought a few extra shares, just as a little present for her. The stock has 
accommodatingly gone up, and he tells her that he will send her a cheque for 
her share of the profits. Of course, our heroine, in her well-brought-up way, 
protests, and says she cannot accept the cheque. That, the broker says, is all 
nonsense—he _ simply bought a few extra shares of stock, and the thing 
went up. He had nothing to do with it—it was just luck that it didn’t go 


down. Why, it isn’t at all as ifhe were giving her money. 


Please help the suffering debutante! Tell her whether or not she should 


accept that cheque. 


Problem D 


At last, we have come to the heart interest. This is where the love motif is 
brought into our heroine’s strenuous life. She has become engaged to a 


youth of good family but small fortune, shortly before his departure for 
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France, with the A. E. F. There has been no formal announcement; the 
engagement 1s a secret one. It has been eighteen months since she has seen 
her fiancé, but her affections have never wavered—that is, until just 
recently. And just recently she has met a man with good looks, charm, 
breeding, position, and money—in short, all the modern conveniences —and 
she has come to realize that he is the only man with whom she can ever be 
happy. But there is her unsuspecting fiancé, still in France with his regiment. 
What is the fair thing for her to do about him? Shall she let him know of her 
change of heart, immediately, while he is far away from home, in a dreary 
French village? Or shall she let him have a few more good months, and then, 


when he comes home, break the news and the engagement simultaneously? 
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On Visiting Vancouver a Second Time by Aki Kurosawa 


[Tokyo] About ten years ago, in 2010, I visited Vancouver with my parents 
to come watch the Winter Olympics. This was the first time I had travelled 
outside of Japan. I was twelve. Before visiting Vancouver for the first time 
all the previous trips I took were to visit family and friend in different 


prefectures around Japan. 


Four years ago I revisited Vancouver a second time, this time by myself. 
Well, actually not by myself ... but without my parents. I had graduated 
high-school but not started university and came for a two month visit to 
improve my English. I, along with six other Japanese women who were my 
friends, or friends of my friends, together decided to take a “learning- 
holiday” to Vancouver. We had all enrolled at the same language day 
school in downtown Vancouver, and were staying with different host 
families. One of us worked for JAL and was able to arrange affordable air 


fares for us all. 


Of the seven of us, I was the only one who had visited Vancouver before and 
although I was not the oldest in the group (she was five years older than 
anyone else), I was chosen into the role of ‘big sister’ to the group. It turns 
out I spoke English the best of the group. You may have noticed that 
Japanese boys are very independent, while Japanese girls find their safety 


and comfort in groups. 
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In Japan we all study a second language in high school. Most decide to 
study English as a second language, some a European language like French, 
German or Italian, and some decide to learn Mandarin or Korean. My 
father is a petroleum trader for the Japanese Government who travels 
throughout the world. He is sometimes away for months. He has 
encouraged me and my younger sister to learn more than just two languages 
and so we have been learning several languages. I chose English and French 


— which I understand are the two official languages of Canada. 


My youngest sister, just to be different, is learning both German and 
Russian. She dreams of one day taking a boat from Japan to Vladivostok and 
then the trans-Siberian railroad to St. Petersburg, and then onto Berlin. She 
is artistic and the avant garde one in our family, and is constantly rebellious. 
Perhaps it is because she is the youngest, or perhaps it was her love of the 
Pasternak film Dr. Zhivago? She hangs out with a Russian girl her age, 
Laura, who is a bit ofa feline ... and who comes from Vladivostok. Her 
father teaches at university. Her mother stayed home in Russia. Laura 


comes to visit Japan when she is not at school. 


The rest of the family are still trying to figure out why my younger sister 
wants to learn German? I think it is because she has heard that Berlin is a 


wild city ... which she wants to one day visit ... 


My sister wanted to come with me to Vancouver to study English, but my 
parents decided against this. It wasn’t merely because she is still in high- 


school it is also because she gets into trouble all the time. It was also 
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because of her cat like character ... she is very much a creature of the night 
... constantly on the prowl for the life pleasures. Rumor has it that last year 
she appeared in a film of the night life of Tokyo that is ... not meant for our 


parents to see. 


The fact that my younger sister is a rebel has been a secret incentive on me 
to be defiant too, but in my own secret way. It being my first trip alone ... 
my second trip to Vancouver might perhaps gave me the first freedom to be 


rebellious. 


The oldest of our group of seven had just broken up with her long time boy 
friend. They had first met in high school and had been seeing each other for 
ten years. He was the only boy she had really gotten to know. They had 
broken up when she found out he was being unfaithful to her. They were a 
few months away from being married when she had broken their 
engagement. He ran off with the other girl, a teenager who was the very 


young sister of one of his ‘old school friends.’ 


Her boy friend was ... a sponge off of her and so she was glad to be rid of 
him. He had no job ... did not want to go to university ... and didn’t care 
that he still lived at home and spent all his free time playing video games. 


He is what we in Japan call Otaku. 


She was the one who had a job with Japan Airlines and had arranged the 
special air fares for us. She was also who suggested the seven of us come 


for a learning-holiday in Vancouver. She came to Vancouver because she 
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needed a change of scenery. When she came she was sad ... and when she 


left she was happy again ... but in a very different way. 


In actual fact the seven of us were very different from each other. The 
oldest of us was tall and slim, the youngest short and chubby and by chance 
the rest of us fit into a line of different hair styles, different clothes and 
different lifestyles, somewhere in between. Some of us were morning types 
and some night types. I was sort of in the middle. When we went out 
together I imagine that a perfect stranger would look at us and think that the 
only three things we had in common were that we were young, Japanese and 


women. But one man called us all girls! 

I had to ask a Canadian friend what is the linguistic difference between 
being called a girl and being considered a women. He smiled and asked me, 
“Would you like an official definition or a colloquial one?” 

Being curious I asked him for both. 

“Officially,” he said, “a girl is a female who has yet to reach puberty ... and 
a women is one who now is fully herself ..." I sort of understood. “And the 


unofficial one?” I asked. 


“Well “ he smiled, “ I don’t know you that well .. and I don’t want to shock 


you.” This only made me more curious and so I said “please tell me!” 
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“Here on the streets of Vancouver the definition of a girl and a woman is 
that they have had very different life experiences.” I still did not understand 
him and so I frowned. He shrugged his shoulders “a girl is a virgin, and a 


woman is not...” 


“Is that the same difference between a boy and a man?” I immediately 


asked him. 


“You tell me ,,,” he smiled. “I doubt any of you are girls.” I blushed when 


he said this. We changed the subject. 


I would later find out that when we arrived in Vancouver two of the seven of 
us were in fact just that ... but none were by the time we had left for home. 
It’s not what you think though, for we have two expressions in Japan that a 


“coin has two sides ...” and “a coin is easily flipped.” 


A week after we arrived the youngest of us, the chubby one, had her hair cut 


short and for most of her time in Vancouver dressed like a boy. 


The other one found herself a “boy friend” and is now married to him and 
lives in Vancouver. He is one of the language instructors we had. She 
didn’t fly home with us at the end of our “learning-holiday.” She had come 


to Vancouver to stay. As I write this they are expecting a baby. 


Our visits to Vancouver changed each of us, but in different ways. We were 


all happy to be in a smaller city with less people crowding around us. 
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Vancouver might be a big city in Canada but it hardly compares to a small 
city on Japan. We were all happy to be distinct, instead of lost in a crowd of 
other black haired and black eyed Japanese, and well there is something 
about being a Japanese ‘girl’ in the eyes of Canadian men that makes it easy 


for us to make new friends. 


The seven of us had a different definition of what ‘being friends’ meant. 
The youngest of us had a friend who ... well ... was very different than all 
the others we met. Her friend was intense and quick to judge. We found it 
hard to be around her. The youngest didn’t mind for she was very 
submissive, more so than a Japanese woman normally is. And the play they 


got into was ‘very rough and tumble.’ But that is what she wanted. 


About half-way through our stay in Vancouver she asked me to come with 
her to a ‘special event’ she had been invited to in Burnaby on a Saturday 
night at a place called “the dungeon.” The only reason I agreed to go was 
that all the others had turned her down and I was the last one she had to ask. 
Even though I wanted to, I could not say no. She being the youngest I felt 
an obligation to protect her. But in retrospect I am not sure she wanted to be 


... protected. 


I had heard that such places existed but never imagined I would ever find 
myself in one of them. There were three of us when we arrived, the 
youngest one, her ‘girlfriend’ and me as a chaperone of sorts. But after only 
a few minutes inside the dark and evil place, the two of them disappeared 


and I had to leave! It was something out of a cheap horror film. Why people 
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would chose to allow themselves to be humiliated like this I will never 
know! She arrived several hours late at school on Monday wearing long 
socks and wrist bands to hide her ‘rough and tumble’. Neither of us talked 
about her ‘Saturday night.” We sort of drifted apart after that. She also 
stopped going to language school the middle of that week. She moved out 
from her home stay and in with her “girlfriend.” That was the last we heard 


of her 


I told my Canadian friend about this and he said it was her “Satyr-day 
night.” At first I did not understand what he meant, but he spelled it out for 
me. I asked him whether he had ever been at a place like this. He said no ... 
but in such a way that I felt I had to ask him “would you ever go to such a 


place?” 


“It depends ... 


“On what ?” 


“I guess ... if I was going to watch or going to be watched" 


I found his answer so unexpected. So I asked him what he meant. He 


suggested I ask my friend and so right then and there I called her up and 


spoke to her. When I asked her why ... I got a response I had not expected. 


“So desu!” 
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My Canadian friend does not speak Japanese but he recognized my 
exclamation and so after I got off the phone he asked and I told him. “She 


had gone not to watch ... but to be watched!” 


“Are you surprised?” was what he asked before he raised his hand up to say 
stop! “Let’s talk about something else ...”. I wanted to talk with him about 


this but decided to wait another time. 


The other four of us came to visit Vancouver for different reasons. One 
enjoyed hiking and quickly took to visiting the different parks in Vancouver 
and on the North Shore of Vancouver. On the weekdays she would all but 
disappear and then reappear in a very blissful state on Monday morning in 
our language school classes. In the space of a few weeks she had a lovely tan 
and many stories to share with us. At the last evening together she screened 
a compilation of different short films she had made of her hikes around 
Vancouver. I must admit then and there I regretted not tagging along on 


some of her hikes. 


Three were in Vancouver to learn English. Two of my friends visited the 
UBC and SEU with the hope of going to university in Vancouver. One just 
enjoyed travelling and had been to Paris and Florence but had never been to 
Canada. She had heard very interesting stories about Vancouver and spent 
most of her free time exploring the city and enjoying the beach life. She had 
a date for every night of the week. She told us that her main goal in life was 


to enjoy herself “before it was too late.” The rest of us had our own ideas as 
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to what she meant by “before it was too late.” I could not see her settling 


down and getting married ... 


There was one hike all seven of us took together and that was to see part of 
Stanley Park. This was where I met my Canadian friend for the first time. 
He had offered to take one of us for a visit (they had both met at a Saturday 
afternoon conversation club that gathered at a café on Granville Street near 
the waterfront station) and well ... since Japanese women always travel 
together, the other six of us showed up. We met him at the bus loop near the 
rose garden in Stanley Park. When he arrived he was amused to see six of 
us waiting for him and all of us waiting for the last one of us to join the 
group outing. She was not a morning person and we had made arrangements 
to meet at 10 and she was late as usual. When she arrived twenty minutes 
late she had not even had breakfast and so we had to dig in our bags to find 
her something to eat. Then we all set out to explore Stanley Park. We 
visited the aquarium and then walked back to the Rose garden and then past 
Lost Lagoon. We set off to English Bay and when we got there it was time 


to sit and rest. 


I wanted to talk with him and so I sat next to my new Canadian friend. 


He was both polite and charming and I instantly began to like him. I asked 
him why he wanted to take us on a tour of Stanley Park. “I am in paradise ... 
me and seven beautiful women!” We walked along the sea wall towards 
Kitsilano but decide to turn back because it was now 2 in the afternoon and 


there were things some of my friends had to do that afternoon. 
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As we walked back down Denman Street he treated us to ice cream. “It 
doesn’t cost me a cent,” he said. “I am an author and the ice cream is paid 
for out of my book royalty fund." I noticed though that he didn’t order 
himself any ice cream. When I asked him why he joked and said “I am a 
growing boy ... but I am growing sideways.” We were all very happy, even 
the chubby one. But then again she had a triple scoop! Just before we went 
our separate ways on Georgia and Denman, and when no one was watching I 


gave him my email, and he gave me his. 


After waiting a few days and not hearing from him I emailed him and the 
following Saturday, instead of going to the conversation club meeting he and 
I walked down Robson and then sat for coffee at a place that make 
wonderful poppy cake, which he suggested I try. Then we talked. Well ... I 
talked and he mostly listened. Most men like to talk about themselves but 


... he just listened. 


I asked him why he goes to the conversation club and he said it was to listen 
to stories. He like to write short stories and by listening to other people 
share their life experiences it gave him ideas for stories. I asked him if I had 
given him ideas and he smiled and said, enigmatically, “yes you have given 


me ideas ...” 


“What kind?” I asked him. 
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“Romantic ones ...” He lowered his eyes and his voice as he said this. I 
sensed his shyness and his sincerity so I reached across the table and put my 


hand on his. It felt warm ... or it might have been my hand that was warm. 


I felt wet between my legs. That had never really happen to me before. I 
had not come to Vancouver to fall in love ... but sometimes love is 


inevitable. 


In Tokyo, back home, I had several friends who were ... well ... boyfriends 
of sorts but not any that I felt all that close to. I knew most of them from 
high school. It is expected that an eligible Japanese women would date. It is 
expected that Japanese women would chose to either be a career woman or a 
wife. It was not expected that a Japanese woman would fall in love with a 
man half way around the world. I had to hide my feelings. But I found that 


very hard to do. I wasn't a girl any more! 


For the rest of my visit to Vancouver I tried to find an excuse to see him at 
least twice a week and he sort of understood my feelings, but he was careful 
not to take advantage of me. He told me that as a Catholic he knew the 
difference between love and lust. He had once been married and I asked and 
he said he had no children of his own. There was a very sincere sadness in 


his eyes as he said this. “Things didn't work out.” 


It was the evening before I returned home we went for dinner and 
afterwards, as he walked me to my bus, I finally had the courage to ask him 


about his comment “are you surprised ... she wanted to be watched?" 
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He turned to me and whispered “In an empty life ... we all want to be 


noticed ...” 


I kissed him on the cheek and did not turn back as I stepped onto the bus. I 


did not want him to see my tears. 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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Some Early Poems by Ernest Hemingway (from 1923) 


MITRAIGLIATRICE 


The mills of the gods grind slowly; 
But this mill 

Chatters in mechanical staccato. 
Ugly short infantry of the mind, 
Advancing over difficult terrain, 
Make this Corona 


Their mitrailleuse. 


OKLAHOMA 


All of the Indians are dead 

(a good Indian is a dead Indian) 

Or riding in motor cars— 

(the oil lands, you know, they’re all rich) 
Smoke smarts my eyes, 

Cottonwood twigs and buffalo dung 
Smoke grey in the teepee— 

(or is it myopic trachoma) 

The prairies are long, 

The moon rises, 


Ponies 
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Drag at their pickets. 

The grass has gone brown in the summer — 
(or is it the hay crop failing) 

Pull an arrow out: 

If you break it 

The wound closes. 

Salt is good too 

And wood ashes. 

Pounding it throbs in the night— 


(or is it the gonorrhea) 


OILY WEATHER 


The sea desires deep hulls— 

It swells and rolls. 

The screw churns a throb— 
Driving, throbbing, progressing. 
The sea rolls with love 

Surging, caressing, 

Undulating its great loving belly. 
The sea is big and old— 
Throbbing ships scorn it. 


ROOSEVELT 
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Workingmen believed 

He busted trusts, 

And put his picture in their windows. 
“What he’d have done in France!” 

They said. 

Perhaps he would— 

He could have died 

Perhaps, 

Though generals rarely die except in bed, 
As he did finally. 

And all the legends that he started in his life 
Live on and prosper, 


Unhampered now by his existence. 


CAPTIVES 


Some came in chains 

Unrepentent but tired. 

Too tired but to stumble. 

Thinking and hating were finished 
Thinking and fighting were finished 
Retreating and hoping were finished. 
Cures thus a long campaign, 


Making death easy. 
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CHAMPS D'HONNEUR 


Soldiers never do die well; 

Crosses mark the places — 

Wooden crosses where they fell, 
Stuck above their faces. 

Soldiers pitch and cough and twitch— 
All the world roars red and black; 
Soldiers smother in a ditch, 


Choking through the whole attack. 


RIPARTO D’ASSALTO 


Drummed their boots on the camion floor, 
Hob-nailed boots on the camion floor. 
Sergeants stiff, 

Corporals sore. 

Lieutenant thought of a Mestre whore— 
Warm and soft and sleepy whore, 

Cozy, warm and lovely whore; 

Damned cold, bitter, rotten ride, 

Winding road up the Grappa side. 

Arditi on benches stiff and cold, 


Pride of their country stiff and cold, 
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Bristly faces, dirty hides— 

Infantry marches, Arditi rides. 

Grey, cold, bitter, sullen ride— 

To splintered pines on the Grappa side 
At Asalone, where the truck-load died. 


MONTPARNASSE 


There are never any suicides in the quarter among people one knows 
No successful suicides. 

A Chinese boy kills himself and is dead. 

(they continue to place his mail in the letter rack at the Dome) 
A Norwegian boy kills himself and is dead. 

(no one knows where the other Norwegian boy has gone) 
They find a model dead 

alone in bed and very dead. 

(it made almost unbearable trouble for the concierge) 

Sweet oil, the white of eggs, mustard and water, soap suds 
and stomach pumps rescue the people one knows. 


Every afternoon the people one knows can be found at the cafe. 


ALONG WITH YOUTH 


A porcupine skin, 
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Stiff with bad tanning, 

It must have ended somewhere. 
Stuffed horned owl 

Pompous 

Yellow eyed; 

Chuck-wills-widow on a biassed twig 
Sooted with dust. 

Piles of old magazines, 

Drawers of boy’s letters 

And the line of love 

They must have ended somewhere. 
Yesterday’s Tribune is gone 

Along with youth 

And the canoe that went to pieces on the beach 
The year of the big storm 

When the hotel burned down 


At Seney, Michigan. 


CHAPTER HEADING 


For we have thought the longer thoughts 
And gone the shorter way. 

And we have danced to devils’ tunes, 
Shivering home to pray; 


To serve one master in the night, 
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Another in the day. 


101 


the galaxies of her consciousness by Carolina Neomy 


the galaxies of her consciousness 

hosts the most utmost theatrical ambitions 
that incandescence like an aurora borealis 
and drive me to an excruciating lust 

since they are only visible 

in the rare moments that her 

her eyes are eclipsed by the stars 

and the moon 

and all the love she 1s able to showcase 
from her staggering nebulae 


when she meets my own 
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But then oh but then by Croix Amiah 


I love you. You love who? 

What are we? Who are you? 

Are we nothing more than bodies 
with heart beats? 

And limbs that connect? 

We wait and wait 

with our heart that ticks. 

Waiting for someone 

with a love that sticks. 


We'll wait and keep waiting. 


We may fall asleep waiting. 
But when love 

looks you in the face 

there's no debating. 

You know it's there 

when you're timer runs out 
on your heart that ticks. 
When they come waltzing 
around with a love that sticks. 


They set it off finally. 


No more waiting and waiting. 


No more waiting or debating. 
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So full of love 

that you can barely eat or take a sip. 
But then oh but then. 

When you thought 

everything was going great, 


oh back around comes the snake. 


The snake called life so slick and sly. 
Filling your head with despicable lies. 
It gets heavier and the heavier it gets. 
Your heart is heavy 

and boy heavier it gets. 

The harder it gets to start the day. 
You just want to lay away, 

maybe sleep the day away. 

But then oh 

but then this gets to be too much 

so you try and try you try 

to let the weight out 


that’s weighing you out. 


You try to let it out with tears 
and tears but it doesn’t work 
you start to fear. 

You fear every gentle hand 


that comes near. 
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But then oh but then. 

You start again with the debating. 
You don’t want to sit here waiting. 
You cry no longer. 

What are tears? 

What are fears? 

You feel free as a bird in the sky. 
You’re atop the world 

with no girl or guy. 

Just you yourself you rule the world. 


But then oh but then. 


You remember you’re afraid of heights. 
Sucks to suck w 

hen the snake called life 
comes back to bite. 

When it bites boy does it bite. 
Bite it does with all its might. 
But then oh but then. 

The snake called life 

and fangs like knives, 
realizes it’s poison 

is no match for you. 

Who has a match? 

You do dear, you do. 


Not only one but you have two. 
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You have two, one to blaze the earth 
and one to set fire to pain and to hurt. 
You no longer cry 


you no longer need a girl or guy. 


You were put on this earth 
to be happy and search. 
Search for yourself 

and sometimes pain 
comes from that search. 
But you my dear, 

you have to lurch, 


onto the back of the snake called life. 


Battle the demon battle the strife. 
You can’t dodge the bruises 

but you can dodge the strikes. 
But then oh but then. 

The smoke is clear, 

your throat is clear, 

your heart is lightened 

and your vision baby 

your vision is brightened. 

And when you take off your shades 
and call off the brigades. 


You look down at the snake called life, 
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no longer it tries to bite. 
No longer does it strike, 


but looks at you right in your eyes. 


A determined look, like appreciation. 


Like you look at the conductor 
when he pulls in the station. 

A shot of pride 

like how you passed the test. 
Your heart ... no longer 

does a bug called love infest. 
You’re truly free 


when you’re on your own. 


You may want someone to kiss 
or someone to hold, that’s ok. 
Baby that’s ok. 

That’s what life is about. 

You can kiss ... 

you can hug ... 

you can connect ... 


but don’t call it love. 


Don’t call it love 
because you connect. 
Call it love 


when you look in the mirror. 
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Call it love 


when it’s your favorite song that you hear. 


But when it’s a person 
who says they love you, 
be careful. 

I'll say it back 

but I'll never say “I do.” 
It may not seem like it 
at the time, 

but just know 

I'll be lying 

when I say, 


“I love you too.” 
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It’s a Toil, that we know by Aki Kurosawa 


The Olympics are finally here 
but we in Tokyo ... we fear 


That which we can’t see 


We welcomed strangers in the past 
but now ... today ...we cannot cast 


A smile to our faces ... 


It’s a toil, that we know 
And a wicked blow 


To our prestige ... 


The stadiums sit all empty, 
and what will be will be ... 


It can’t end fast enough, for me 


My sister’s she’s a volunteer 
And for her health we all do fear 


But she doesn’t care ... 
And she says to me ... look 


Big sis ...you always worry far too much 


I'll be fine, believe me. 
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But she’s my little sis .... Hell! 
And I know her far too well, 


Just you see! 


I won’t mind if little sis says ... 


Haha, I told you so ... 


I will grin and bare it. 


It will just be fine 
to hear her voice 


In a month or two. 
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Pictorial: She’s Playing her Strings ... 
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Five Short Poems by Simon Perchik 


This shadow half iron, half 
reaching out, breaking loose 


--with both hands the hands 


that no longer come for you 
and in their place the dirt 


grows back together 


--in such a wound you die 
in two places at the same time 


make a path for the sky 


you remember and underneath 
--nothing but your arms 


tearing each other apart 
--handful by handful there's room 


for a little more shadow 


a little more you can say. 
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The rain climbing along your wrist 
makes it seem easy --you breathe 


through your hand, for two 


--it helps to wet your eyelids 
look where water has taken root 


in pieces, knows how to grieve 


the way your arm throws out 
its still warm breezes and each morning 


heavier --dirt learned this long ago 


still fills your mouth with the word 
for sister so nothing 


can break without thirst 


or blossom or with your hand 
crushing you for more tears 


and morning after morning. 


You must enjoy the risk 
swallowing rainwater, splashing 


so close to the ground 
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wait alone for the train 
you know is never in time 


can't rub the tracks dry 


or keep you from leaning too far 
--it's the chance you take, wave 


--sometimes waves, sometimes for nothing. 


You mourn the way this sand 
has no strength, keeps warm 


between one day and another 


and your closed hands 
that need the place 


left by a small stone 


dropping slowly in water 
though what rests here 


is the emptiness already mist 
and nothing starts again 


--you dig as if this beach 


blossoms once your fingers 
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open and these dead 
lose their way among the flowers 


that no longer come home 


--you kneel easily now 
pulled down by your shadow 


following head first as rain 


heavier and heavier 
tracing a face with just your lips 


and worn out nod. 


You have this kinship, the limp 
balances you and the Earth 


already blossoming 


with nothing under it 
though you lift one foot 


closer to the other 


hillside after hillside 
the way mud settles and clots 


--you're used to losing, come 
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so this cane can grab your hand 
almost in time and what's left 


above the ground, knows 


you're drowning, in rain 
stops and starts, in dirt 


and tells you everything. 
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The Mix of a Perfect Martini by William Webster 


I truly miss ... 
The sound of ice cubes tingling within 


A steel martini mixer. 


I truly miss ... 
The sight of a buxom barmaid 


Jiggling as she shakes it. 


I truly miss ... 
The ‘Want an olive with that?’ 


And the smile when I ask for three. 


I truly miss ... 
The ‘Did I make it just right this time?" 


And the smirk on her face when I say 
Make me another one ... 


You are getting better at it 


Just shake it a bit more ... will ya! 
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Midnight Nekyia by Joseph Jon 


I must have come through the Ivory Gate: 

The Sun is asleep but his daughters awake 

And tell me they will take me to Dark Night, 

Far from Thalamus and the sensible paths, 

The Hubble Universe and mathematical handshakes, 
Far from where they shudder into daybreak, 

To be carried through All Places by Her 

Who waits, ready, in dark Vancouver alleyways, 
Willing to teach me All Things. 

The world is off but my eyes are unclosed, 

And I am curious about the shadows 

That stretch their hands to reach into consciousness: 

I am aware and sense them whispering, forgotten, 
And know myself instantly, despairingly, with smiles. 
The old wino had warned me of these dreams 

And how with wine to speak with some and dull the rest: 
But She tells me She will teach me All Things. 


I must have come through the Ivory Gate. 
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J'ai Perdu Mon Paris ... Hélas! by Rose Lang 


I feel hollow inside 


As if I have already died 


Yet I breathe ... in and out... 


But just can’t walk about 


To my favorite places 


They are lost to me, traces 


In a corner of my memory. 


Will life ever go back, to be 


What it was before the plague 


Descended on the arches, and 


Walkways of my beloved place 
J'ai perdu Mon Paris … Hélas! 
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Mountains are Forever by Susan Dale 


The old mountain eyes, open 

When glaciers crushed through creation 
Were yet open when Indian tribes 

Took refuge in their caverns 

But blinking when pioneers 


Brought wagons across mountain trails 


The wise old eyes, closed tight now 

Do not see snow, nor the wildflowers 
Inching up their marble flesh 

But moving beyond. 

until floating amongst mountain clouds 

I turn to look back 

Through six realms of infinity 

And teeter at the precipice 

Of memories and mortality 

To remember the golden nectar 

That dropped on crystal-clear days 

Of measured spaces I thought would last 
Until I lie by the broken pillars 

At the feet of the gods of fate 
Uncounted the smiles that stretched wide 
My untried heart 

My heart to be bitten off and spit out 
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After an epoch beginning from the womb 
Of which I emerged, screaming and kicking 
Solely to propagate the earth 


With open arms did I embrace life 


Life, that snarling, snorting creature 
Panting, prowling, clamouring for time 
Time, with its warm gauze breath 

And spineless shadows 

Growing thin in the hours 


Stretching into tomorrow 


Time, the melting wax and singed wicks 
Of those days I sat 

On the long hands of clocks tick-tocking 
Through lemon-yellow afternoons 


Shining with succulent sun 


But that same, sticky-honey time 
Is running into long abandoned coal-cellars 
Piled with the ashes of yesterday 


Not swept away, 


But lying forgotten and gray 


Dim, misty___ the dawn 
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When I could no longer see 

The differentiating line 

Between earth and sky 

And when others see the milky way 

Cresting a crescendo of stars 

I see nets of night 

Hanging in the skies to catch a waning moon 

Creaky mouse sounds run around the corners of my head 
And the luminous rains that sing to violets 

Chill my bones 

Quickly, I turn to the flicker of a shadow 

Jump at a sudden light that slips 

Into the walls behind time 

And know I am two steps away from threadbare quiet 
And the mortality sewn into the hem 

Of every mortal fabric 

We stood beneath it at Calvary 

And see it forever and a thousand times 


Wearing laurels of victory 


Broken from the roots that held me to yesterday 
A tumbleweed lost between dimensions 

Blind, vacuous . 

Being swept along by the winds 

Of space, of distance 


Across the wounded earth 
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Into a sky I feel heaving with 
heavy breaths and merciful heart 
To make a place for me 
Amongst myriad moons 


And the long arms of eternity 
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Pictorial: A Beauty and her feathers 


Be careful when you pluck those feathers ... 
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! Would Rather Sleep Alone by Ani Gavani 


My Boyfriend has a big one ... 
So big that it hurts every time 


He forces his way with me. 


I tell him to stop, 

But he doesn’t listen to me. 
He just pushes 

and pushes 


and pushes 


So I tell him 
as the sun goes down 
No you cannot stay tonight 


I would rather sleep alone. 
Either you 


or your ego 


... has got to go 
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You Don’t Seem to Care 


I want you 
to carry me about 
in a small box 
in your jacket 


close to your heart 


Not just a picture of me 
mind you, but me 

in my entirety 

so that I can hear the 


pitter-patter of your heart 


When a beautiful girl 


catches your eye 


... by Isabella Montsouris 


and I can kick and scream 


and ask her ... 


what about me? 


You don’t seem to care 


about me in my entirety 


even though you carry 


my picture in your jacket 


close to your heart ... 
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Pictorial: Doing a Front Krull ... 


A beautiful figurative by Germaine Krull 
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Pictorials 
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Figuratives by H. B. Goodwin of Sweden 


130 


131 


132 


135 


136 


137 


140 


141 


142 


144 


The Paintings of Balthus as seen by Hisaji Hara 


{First Published in Spoon and Tamago (2012) as The French Paintings of 


Balthus as seen through the Japanese Lens of Hisaji Hara 


A Study of “The Window”, Hara 2010 


[Tokyo] When the Tate Gallery asked French painter Balthasar Klossowski 
aka Balthus for an opening statement to his own retrospective he provided 
the following: “The best way of starting is to say that Balthus is a painter 


about whom we know nothing. And now, let us look at his paintings.” 


Such is the nature of the enigmatic artist and perhaps one of the reasons the 
Japanese photographer Hisaji Hara has become obsessed with him to the 
point of dedicating his own career to photographically reenacting many of 


Balthus’s paintings. 
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A Study of “Thérèse”, Hara 2010 


Hara’s photos are all in black and white and the artist has undergone 
meticulous and painstaking efforts not only to recreate the original paintings, 
but to make them look like they were shot in the 1960s. They were, in fact, 
all taken between 2006 and 2011. But Hara’s photographs aren’t simply 
reproductions. While tipping his hat (or camera) to the French artist, Hara 
has added his own characteristically Japanese-ness to them. This often 
shows through in the costumes — adolescent schoolgirls and boys in school 


uniform — but also in the overall stylistic mood. 
Hara has made deliberate choices to alter some of Balthus’ more suggestive, 


sinister and disturbing scenes. But then again at other times he imbeds his 


own sense of Japanese eroticism. 
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A Study of the “Because Cathy taught him what she learnt”, Hara 2010 


A Study of the “Girl at a Window”, 2009 


Its also worth noting that Balthus’ 2nd wife was Japanese. The much 


younger Setsuko acted as interpreter when Balthus went to Japan on a 
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cultural mission. The two later wed in the 1960s. I can only speculate, but 


this connection with Japan may have somehow influenced Hara. 


A Study of the “oil on canvas 1939”, Hara 2009 
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A Study of “A Game of Cards”, Hara 2010 


Hara spent a lot of time selecting models for his shoots. But in this rare 


occasion, Hara actually poses to recreate the French artist’s self-portrait. 
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Oh Dorothea ... by Patrick Bruskiewich 


She pulled her simple dress 
off her body and over her head. 
For a second her bare breasts 
hung, pears to be plucked. Then 
down her soft dark locks fell, 

a curtain hiding her lush fruit. 


There was an eagerness — her tell — 


a hunger for a brute 


And I saw her pink panties 
too, crumpled moist and rucked 
well into the best of her dainty 


morsel! Do I have such luck! 
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I look around the room, 
her place, the curious bed, 
across on the wall, the doom 


of the crucifixion and of dread. 


A heavy pet just wasn’t enough 
now she’s putting me to the test 
and after all of that bluff 
it’s only human I guess. 
She unbuckles my belt, 
flicks her hair off her teats, 
and asks me how I felt! 


Now we’ve got to do it 


she says and tugs down my pants 
and all with such speed and skill 
that the best of me is now at hand 
yet her panties linger, cunneate still 
- cunning girl — you’ve got to do it, 
She pleads, and the opening act 
begins, off comes the last of my kit. 


She grabs at me — we tumble into the sack. 


She smothers me, her breasts soft 
flesh against my lips, milk gushes 


hot, salty and sweet. It is her love 
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that’s in her taste, her lust. She tries to rush us 
but I just suckle, utterly, a calf to a heifer. 
And so her pears become pomegranates. 


She presses hard against me, with effort 


I could breathe, she takes my life for granted. 


I pull her hair. She lifts her head. 
I take in a mouth full of air, 
the room spins, is it me or her? The bed 
rocks — it’s her expectation — still her pair 
of panties stay on. It is just too much! 
She brushes against me, my eyes plead 
She stares past me — she wants to push 


She really wants us to do the deed. 
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Me! I am content to wait a bit 
longer. She less so, that I know, 
but I am happy to feast at her tit 

and let the best of me stand and grow. 
I could feel her through the cloth, 
silk, soft and moist — was it her or me. 


I thought, what is it she really sought? 


There was only one thing to do but see. 


I let my hand creep along her back, 
down into her panties. Her skin was cold 
and soft, a babe’s bottom. Ah her rack 
such feminine flesh ... were I so bold 
I would tear the cloth off her. 

She squirts more milk into my mouth. 


I squeeze her plumpness, kitty purrs 
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and starts to thrash about. 


I open my mouth wide and suck 
Her into me. I gulp her fullness — 
exquisite jello — she starts to buck, 

her chest glows warm like a furnace. 
She wants to strip. I hold on 
to her panties. Now she is the one 
to wait. She thinks she’s won 


but it is I who now have the fun. 


She reaches down and grabs me, 
but not the point but the rung. 
She squeezes. I close my legs. See 
I can't wait. I tickle with my tongue. 
She jingles me. Oh my god, my 
god, my god. I bare my teeth. 
She snarls and by and by 


she’s now all bare beneath. 


I have no idea what I am doing. 
She knows this — her breasts I push 
From my mouth — her lips spring 
to mine. I feel her curls brush 
and tickle me. She moves down, I up. 


We touch ... her sex and mine .., it’s exquisite. 


154 


What other way can this be described, cup 


and saucer, the milk has been served. Is this it? 


I move up — she moves away. 

I grab her hips. She locks her knees. 
I’m pinned! No not yet she says. 
With me she can do as she please 

And so she does. Cunnus forth and back. 

She swings her hips and I keep time. 

My pendulum swings back and forth, 


My sack swings full of nickles and dimes. 


She gushes, she floods, we kiss 
Her breasts press full against my chest 
She moves down, but somehow we miss. 


She seems to know what’s best 
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For both of us. Not Yet! My eyes focus 
on the cross, while along her I slip. 
Oh my god, my god, my god. She sighs 


lovingly. I’m in the groove — this is it! 


The best of her tickles the best 
of me. What perfection! We stop 
suddenly, as if it were time to rest, 
but it is the feel of it. This can’t be topped. 
I can feel her pulse, she throbs, 
Oh my god, my god, my god. Is this it? 
I want to thrust but she fobs. 


Entranced ... aroused ... by the swinging of her tits. 


She starts to giggle with such glee 
I start to giggle and jiggle too. 
Now it’s time! She unpins me 
but I am not ready. What to do? 
I’m scared — boys and their toys, 
don’t often play. Mine are brand new, 
...unrapped. She knows this. I play coy 


She bares down. Past her I flew. 


A slip, sliding moment. It’s lush! 
She’s annoyed with me — impatient in fact 


All I can think to do is well ... blush. 
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She bares down, but I pull back. 
She chases me to and fro — seeking 
to hide me away. She grabs the head 
and guides me. My eye blind, a voyeur peeking 


at the unworldliness of it, here in bed. 


How do they know to do this? These girls 
do they learn this at some secret school? 
Such precious wisdoms ... such perfect pearls 
in the throws of her lust, she keeps her perfect cool 
then slowly — oh so slowly her secondo lips 
kisses the best of me. I dare not move. 
Young pups don’t know about such tricks! 
It depends on what they try to prove. 


She brings her legs together and squeezes tight. 
Oh my god, ... my God ... My God! 
She smiles in rapture. It is too much for me fight 
I bring my legs together too ... 
what else am Ito do? 
She parries, I thrust ... 
Stop! 
She wraps her hand round me 
hoping to stem the flow, 
But it was too late ... 
its in 
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Oh Dorothea! 
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Popcorn 


(Popcorn: Popular + Corny ...} 
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The Balthus Conundrum by Peter Schjeldahl 


NY 2018 


Balthus Thérèse Dreaming, (1938) 


[New York] I both like and dislike “Thérèse Dreaming” (1938), the Balthus 
painting that thousands of people have petitioned the Metropolitan Museum 
to remove from view because it brazens the artist’s letch for pubescent girls 
— which he always haughtily denied, but come on! The man was a creep. 
The subject sits with head turned, eyes closed, and a knee raised to expose 
her panties. On the floor, a cat — a personal; totem for Balthus — laps milk 
from a dish. The picture is strongly painted, with dusky tonality in which 


colors smolder. There is a sense of time run aground on a day - in the 
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afternoon, you somehow know — without end. Thérèse was the daughter of a 
restaurant worker, a neighbor of Bathus’ in Paris. At the time, she was 
twelve or thirteen years old, and Balthus was thirty. He had making 
paintings of her since she was around eleven, he stopped three or four years 
later. The erotic charge of the image, while unmistakable, is mild compared 
with that of others of him. In 1934, he painted “The Guitar Lesson”: a bare- 
breasted woman strums the vulva of a schoolgirl. In a sketch based on the 
work, the woman is a man. Balthus didn’t go that far again, but he never 


changed direction 


The provocation and the artistry of “Thérèse Dreaming,” the artist's 
licentiousness and his genius, don’t balance. They claw at each other. The 
picture seethes with prurience. And — not “but” — it is beautiful. Balthus 
sticks us with a moral conundrum, because he can. His elegantly nuanced 
violations of taboo won for his conservatively figurative art enthusiastic 
esteem in the largely Surrealist, devoutly libertine Parisian avant-garde of 
the nineteen-thirties, and secured him a lasting place as one of the twentieth 
century’s greats. He befriended and was celebrated by fellow-artists from 
Picasso to Giacometti and by writers from Rilke and Artaud to Camus. He 
had an affair with a teen-age daughter of Georges Bataille. Many of his 
contemporaries seem to have tolerated this and other of his vagaries, 
including his anti-Semitism that denied his own at least half-Jewish roots 
and a fraudulent claim to be a Polish Count. That was then. This — a time 
marked by a widespread and intense determination, at last, to strip every 


shield and alibi from sexual abusers — is now. 


161 


In past writing on Balthus, I’ve insisted on his hebephilia (hebephilia: of a 
young and beautiful woman), countering the long and enabling piety of art 
people who have endorsed his pretensions to aristocratic nobility and 
spiritual mysticism. (The default defensive malarkey is that those who see 
sex in the art have dirty minds.) My intent was corrective. Now I find myself 
at the other pole of my ambivalence, affirming the work’s aesthetic 
excellence and historical importance, for what that’s worth, in an argument 
about the proper physical disposition and critical framing of “Thérèse 


> 


Dreaming.” At present, the Met is standing by its commitment to display 
the painting. I concur, while also respecting the sensitivity of the petitioners. 
Any decisive resolution, one way or another, can be neither moral nor 


aesthetic, only political. 


162 


Balthus Guitar Lesson, 1934 
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Balthus Guitar from 1986 
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Request Pics in Advance if... Size Matters 


GS Sep, 2021 


[Vancouver] I am a woman who recently went out on a third date with a 
man. I invited him back to my place and we started to make out which led 
to him going down on me. Moments later he took off his pants and, to my 
surprise, he had a ‘micro penis.” I was shocked and turned off. I did not 
want to continue, but knowing how sensitive men can be, I maintained a 
poker face, did my best to not let on that I was turned off, and he was able to 


orgasm. 


Is there a nice way to let someone know you do not want to continue to have 
sex because of their penis size? And is there a responsibility on the part of a 
person with a ‘micro penis’ to disclose that fact before sex? I think I would 


have been less turned-off if I wasn’t so shocked. 


Response: I don’t believe you, SMALL. I don’t think you would have been 
any less shocked or turned off if the guy brought up the size of his dick 
between the start of the first date and the third. And if he had, SMALL, you 
would have written me a letter about this weird guy who started telling you 
about his small dick and ended your letter with a shocked, ‘who does that?’ 
(And I would’ve said, “Guys into SPH, because otherwise there’s no reason 


someone would bring that up in advance.) 
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Look, dicks are a lot like labia, they come in all shapes and sizes, and you 
don’t usually don’t know what you’re gonna get when you go to bed with 
someone for the first time. While its fine to have a preference for smaller or 
larger, you should be prepared for natural variance and prepare to roll with 
it. If you can’t bear the thought of winding up in bed with a guy whose dick 
is too small for you, SMALL, then solicit dick pics in advance of a first date. 
Or make a disclosure of your own: you’re a size queen who requires a guy 


to be packing at least (how many) inches. 


But if you ask for dick pics/ or disclosures your preferences in advance 
seems too forward, SMALL, you’re under no obligation to fuck a guy if 
you’re not into his dick. No one is obliged to have sex lust to spare someone 
else’s feelings. We should try to be considerate of other people’s feelings, 
of course, which sometime means offering up an excuse, however 
transparently false it might be. But you can get up and go whenever you 


like. 
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The ‘Nevermind’ Baby sues by L. Parker 


[Los Angeles] Nirvana fans could be forgiven for thinking they were 
reading The Onion this week when the news broke that Spencer Elden, who 
as an infant was photographed naked in a swimming pool for Nirvana’s 
iconic Nevermind album cover, is suing the band, claiming that the famous 


image constitutes child pornography. 


Elden’s representative at the Marsh Law Firm say Elden was “exploited as a 
child and was never able to give consent when a picture exposing his naked 
genitals was used on the cover of Nevermind,” and in a [public] statement 
the firm even alleged that the 30 million-selling album’s “commercial 
success was due to the controversial cover. ... Nirvana used commercial 
child pornography depicting Spencer as an essential element of a record 
promotion scheme commonly utilized in the music industry to get attention 
wherein album covers posed children in a sexually provocative manner to 
gain notoriety, drive sales, and garner media attention, and critical reviews. 


And it worked.” 


"Nirvana exploited me when I was a baby to sell their music, but there is a 
person behind every image,” Elden said in a statement. “I'm just asking the 
band to do what they should have done 30 years ago and redact my genitals 
from the image out of respect for my privacy. If the world could forget about 
it, then maybe I could forget about it too.” The Marsh Law Firm also 
released the following statement: “Our client Spencer Elden never had a 


choice. Nirvana’s use of our client’s picture in their album cover is nothing 
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less than child exploitation. This is an issue of consent — something that our 


client never had the opportunity to give.” 


While it seems odd that Elden, now age 30, would wait until now to file his 
federal complaint filed in the United States District Court in the Central 
District of California, one of his attorneys, Maggie Mabie, stresses, “The law 
still allows for Spencer to file his lawsuit and he is acting now because he 
wants his privacy to finally be respected for the first time in his life.” 
Another one of his lawyers, Robert Y. Lewis — who specializes in child 
pornography, crime victims’ rights, criminal restitution, and copyright cases 
— has an 85 percent win record on cases going to verdict, according to his 
profile page on the Marsh Law Firm website. So, is it possible that Elden has 


a real case here? 


Bryan Cunningham of counsel to Los Angeles-based law firm Zweiback, 
Fiset & Coleman, and Michael Ackerman, a Pasadena, Calif.-based 
entertainment attorney who has represented record companies, music 
publishing companies, artists, managers, producers, documentary 
filmmakers, reality TV participants, and others in negotiation and drafting of 
contracts and litigation for more 30 years, reviewed Elden’s full complaint 
and then communicated with Yahoo Entertainment via email to answer the 
above question. (Full disclosure: Spencer Elden’s mother was a friend of 
Ackerman’s ex-wife, although Ackerman does not recall ever meeting 
Spencer or either of his parents.) Below, they break down Elden’s claims 


and the likelihood that he could prevail in a court of law. 
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Interviewer: OK, so on the surface, this seems to be a ridiculous lawsuit, at 
least to laypeople reading about it. But how likely is it that Spencer Elden 


could win this case, if it were to go to trial? 


Bryan Cunningham: Predicting what juries may do — particularly in a 
provocative and emotional case like this — is difficult, and a lot will depend 
upon the evidence a court allows and how the court instructs the jury on 
issues like intent and the definitions of material that violates the relevant 


laws. I think Mr. Elden would face an uphill battle. 


First, artists’ use of images — particularly not explicitly sexual ones — to 
sell their art, is not the core type of conduct the federal child pornography 
laws were intended to address. This is particularly true of the federal “human 
trafficking" claim (18 USC section 1595) which is not only a massive 


overreach here but, in my view, trivializes real human trafficking. 


Second, the album cover has been generally understood to be a commentary 
on capitalism rather than a sexual depiction of a baby. Third, though the 
complaint makes a great deal about the lack of a written release, it appears 
that Mr. Spencer's parents consented to the photograph at the time — and 


were paid for it. 


Finally, and perhaps most importantly, is Mr. Elden's own conduct long 
after he was aware of the photo and how it was used, assuming initial reports 
of his conduct are accurate, including getting a Nirvana-related tattoo and 


posing repeatedly [on four different occasions to commemorate Nevermind's 


169 


anniversary] to recreate the photograph well into his adulthood — and the 


fact that he has never litigated this in the intervening decades. 


Michael Ackerman: From what I've read, [by posing for] recreations of the 
photo in subsequent years [in swim trunks]... even as an older child and then 
later as an adult, I think Elden would have a tough time demonstrating that 
he was sexually exploited in light of that. Furthermore, by having 
participated in recreations of the cover photo, it's hard to argue that he 
suffered permanent emotional distress. Victims of abuse don't publicly 


reenact their abuse for publicity. 


The suit is asking for at least $150,000 from several defendants, including 
surviving Nirvana members Dave Grohl and Krist Novoselic; original 
Nirvana drummer Chad Channing; Nirvana frontman Kurt Cobain’s widow 
and executor of his estate, Courtney Love; Cobain estate managers Guy 
Oseary and Heather Parry; Nevermind photographer Kirk Weddle and art 
director Robert Fisher; and several record companies. Could he really get 


money from all of these parties? 


Ackerman: The damages claimed are unspecified, and in order to claim 
damages they must be ascertainable. I don't know they could possibly claim 
as damages flowing directly from his appearance on the Nevermind album 
cover. The cover of Nevermind bears no relationship whatsoever to [other 
albums to which it is compared in the plaintiff's complaints, such as] Blind 
Faith's cover depicting an 11-year-old girl who was naked from the waist up, 


or Van Halen's Balance, which depicts conjoined twins, or Scorpions" Virgin 
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Killer, which actually depicts a naked child in a sexually provocative 


manner. 


Nirvana Nevermind, 1991 


Nevermind is nothing like that. ... I cannot imagine how he would prove 
"lifelong loss of income earning capacity," as alleged in paragraph 112. 
Seems like a big stretch to me. To the extent he suffers embarrassment 
which necessitated psychological treatment or medical treatment, as alleged 
in paragraph 112, no one would ever have known that he was the baby on 


the cover had he not told someone he was or publicized that fact, both of 
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which he did. He could have remained completely anonymous, yet he chose 


not to do so. 


Blind Faith Cover 


Do you have any idea why original Nirvana drummer Chad Channing is also 
named as a defendant, even though he had been replaced by Dave Grohl in 


1990, before the cover photo was shot or Nevermind was even recorded? 


Cunningham: My guess is that Mr. Elden’s lawyers wanted to include as 
many defendants as possible to maximize the potential payout and media 
impact of the case. Also, it may not be publicly known whether Channing 
profited from the proceeds of Nevermind over the years under some 


arrangement with the other band members. 
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Scorpions’ Virgin Killer Cover 


Ackerman: Chad Channing wasn't even a member of the band by that point; 
if I recall correctly, he played on only one song and likely wasn't a royalty 
participant. Although the complaint alleges that "at all relevant times, 
Channing was a drummer of Nirvana LLC" — easily fact-checked, but not 
done, evidently — Channing was not. However, I don't know if he was a 
member of the corporation or partnership the band formed; that’s possible. 
According to a quick online search, MCA Music Inc. is a subsidiary located 
in the Philippines, not in the U.S., and therefore not subject to U.S. laws 
unless specific reason for jurisdiction is pleaded. I suspect they intended to 
sue the music publisher, but even they would have no reason to be included 


in the suit. 


As I said, multiple record labels, existing and defunct, are also named... 
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Ackerman: Why is Warner Records named? To the best of my knowledge, 
they had nothing to do with Geffen Records in the time period concerned — 
even in the complaint they acknowledge that in 1991 Universal took over 
distribution and Nevermind was released in September 1991. To tell you 
how much of an outsider this lawyer is and how shoddy his work is, “DCG 
Records” is repeatedly referred to, when the actual company name 
was DGCRecords. It's referred to as DGC later in the complaint, but not 


where it's defined or introduced — once again demonstrating sloppy work. 


So, what is the statute of limitations in this situation? Obviously this is a 
three-decade-old, widely seen image, and Elden has been a legal adult for 13 


years, yet this suit is only being filed now. 


Cunningham: There is no statute of limitations on child pornography under 


federal law, but I do think any jury would have to seriously weigh the fact 
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that Mr. Elden has waited so long to sue and... has taken actions 


undermining his current claims. 


Ackerman: It's interesting to note that they didn't sue under violation of 
privacy or civil rights laws (as to one's image) — obviously because the 
statute of limitations would have run on such claims long ago, but they do 


allude to privacy rights in paragraph 164-172. 


Interviewer: In your professional opinion, does this swimming pool image 


possibly fit the legal definition of child pornography? 


Ackerman: The cited cases at page 17 in the footnote do not seem to 
support their theory. U.S. v. Dost, for example, cites the requirement in the 
statute (18 USC 2255) that there be "lascivious" exhibition of the genital s— 
to me, babies are naked a lot, and I'm not aware of any case which deems the 
mere nakedness of an infant to be lascivious, and it's real leap to claim that 
here. The Dost factors cited in paragraph 110 include "whether the Setting is 
sexually suggestive, i.e., in a place or pose generally associated with sexual 
activity” — and I just don't see that here. It's a baby swimming naked in a 
pool; that happens all the time without any sexual activity. In addition, 
another factor cited, "whether the child's conduct suggest sexual coyness or a 
willingness to engage in sexual activity," is also absent here. Finally, the key 
determinant in my view — another Dost factor citing "whether the conduct 
is intended or designed to elicit a sexual response in the viewer" — is 
obviously absent here. Furthermore, the Dost case they cite cites Miller v. 


California, 413 U.S. 15 (1973) a Supreme Court case which defined 
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obscenity standards which are not met here. Thus, in my view, it's not child 
pornography, and therefore several of the cited statutes in paragraphs 116- 


134 do not apply. 


Paragraph 107 is essential — it defines child pornography under 18 USC 
2256(8) and that definition includes "sexually explicit conduct"— what is 
the sexually explicit conduct the baby is engaged in? Mere nudity for an 
infant does not rise to the level of sexually explicit conduct to me. I've never 
litigated a child pornography case, but surely there must be some authority 
in statute or case law that says the nudity of an infant is not sexually explicit 
conduct on its own for child pornography purposes. Otherwise, every parent 
in America who had ever taken a bathtub photo of their child — and 
everyone has — would be guilty of child pornography under the theory 


advocated in this complaint. 
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Obviously Elden was too young to consent to posing for this photo in 1991, 
but his parents were on board and allowed the shoot to happen. How does 
their parental consent affect the case, especially since Elden is claiming that 


no paperwork authorizing use of the image was ever signed? 


Ackerman: From what I have read, his parents were paid either $200 or 
$250 for his appearance in the photo. I would have to imagine that in order 
to receive the payment, they had to have signed something, although 
paragraph 104 alleges that they did not. If a signed writing exists, that would 
seem to vitiate his claim. Also from what I had read, [Kirk] Weddle [the 
photographer] was friends with the kid's father; that's how the kid got in the 
photo in the first place. Maybe that's why there's no signed writing? But the 
argument can be made that by accepting payment and knowing the purpose 


of the photo, there is tacit permission. 


The negligence claim is an interesting one — I would think there would be a 
duty to ascertain whether rights had been obtained and to check a signed 
release, especially for an infant. To the extent that no one checked or there is 
no signed release, then there might be a valid negligence claim: that there 
exists a duty on the part of a party to take care of or do something else for 
another party, to the extent that such a duty exists here, and I'm sure there is 
one, if no one checked a signed release or there isn't a signed release there 
might be some liability under a negligence theory. The harm suffered 
however, was not foreseeable, so I don't know if he can collect on his 


alleged damages even under a negligence claim. I say it's not foreseeable 
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because who would recognize that infant in the world today, unless said 


person declared themselves to be that infant? 


Interviewer: So, what do you think might happen next? Do you feel this 
would actually go to trial, or that the defendants will settle just to make this 


go away? 


Cunningham: My guess is that this case will settle, in part because of the 
uncertainty of going to a jury trial in a case like this. A jury following proper 
instructions might well find for the defendants here, including because some 
of Mr. Elden’s past statements could make him seem mostly in it for the 
money. On the other hand, a jury hearing how much money the defendants 
have made in part because of the image and how little he or his parents were 
paid might disregard jury instructions and award him a significant sum of 
money out of a sense of basic fairness, even if they are not persuaded that 


the defendants actually violated the child pornography statutes. 


Ackerman: Where this may end up is with the redaction of the penis in the 
cover photo, because that seems to be the crux of the whole complaint. 
However, if that was what he really wanted, that's not specified in the 
complaint, which really seeks mostly money —and injunctive relief in 
paragraph 173 which would bar distribution of the album cover photo. In 
other words, a way to get money by the leverage of forcing the record 


company to destroy existing covers and change the cover going forward. 
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The bottom line for me is that the Nevermind cover is certainly attention- 
grabbing and was designed to be so, but not in a sexually provocative way. 
To characterize the Nevermind cover as a sexually explicit or provocative 


photo, the nudity of the infant notwithstanding, is a real stretch. 


Elden’s End 


{Editor’s Note: the pictures were added later to the story} 
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Confessions of a Jail-Breaker by Harry Houdini 


And a Few Asides on Handcuffs and Strait-jackets 


VF July 1919 


Without having recourse to any of these new fashioned lessons, I am able to 
tell (while balancing an oil-lamp in one hand and a bank-account in the 
other) the exact date of the birth of Caracalla, the Roman Emperor, as well 
as the day of the month, in 1593, when the dissenting clergymen were 


hanged in Scotland. It was on the 6th of April in both cases. 


“Marvelous!” you would exclaim. no limit to what this man can do?” 


But I will disclose the secret of this trick (a thing I very rarely do). The 6th 
of April happens also to be my own birthday. It is therefore no effort to fix 
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this date in my mind, and to tie up Caracalla and the dissenting Scotch 
clergymen with this chief event in my life (which occurred, by the way, in 
1874). The United States Government recognized the significance of this 
date, in 1917, by waiting until it had arrived before declaring war on 


Germany. 


Although I had had regular and established domiciles in Sydney and 
Melbourne, London, Berlin, Paris, Copenhagen, and Dublin, with front door 


keys and servant problems in each city, I was born in Appleton, Wisconsin. 


It was from Appleton that I made my first escape. It was in Appleton, also, 
that I made my first public appearance. With the unassuming title of Eric, 
Prince of the Air, I made my début as a contortionist and trapeze performer 
in Jack Hoefler’s Five Cent Circus—next to the railroad-tracks. My contract 
called for thirty-five cents a week spending money, in addition to bed and 


board. That thirty-five cents was practically velvet. 


My training as a contortionist was, of course, the first step toward my 
present occupation of escaping from strait-jackets and chains, for it is chiefly 
through my ability to twist my body and dislocate my joints, together with 
abnormal expansion and contraction powers, which renders me independent 
of the tightest bonds. Thus, to any young man who has in mind a career 
similar to mine, I would say: “First try bending over backward and picking 
up a pin with vour teeth from the floor, and work up from that into the more 


difficult exercises." 
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That was my first stunt. 


I left Appleton to go on tour through the country, arriving in New York in 
1887. There was no Mayor’s Committee of Welcome to meet me, but I 
managed to pull through. and, in 1895, I joined the Welsh Brothers’ Circus. 
Here my salary, over my bed and board, was $200 a year, but I would like to 
make note of the fact that the meals which were furnished to us by this 


circus were the best I have ever eaten on either of my favorite continents. 


I could easily draw an incredulous crowd on a street corner to-day by 
recounting the various items in our circus menus, and draw tears to the eyes 
of the present generation of restaurant habitués by describing the quality of 


the food and cooking. It all seems like a dream to me now. 


Then came Martin Beck, who introduced me to the Orpheum Circuit, 
booking me later with Mr. E. F. Albee, which was the beginning of the Big 
Push. Under this management Mrs. Houdini and I opened at Keith’s in New 
York on December 31, 1900. Since then I have always managed to scrape a 
living together in one way or another. In doing so, I have escaped from 
drowning on over 2,000 occasions. I have extricated myself from 


approximately 12,500 strait jackets, and picked, roughly, 8,300 locks. 
I would not be giving Nature her due if I did not acknowledge right here 


that, in addition to my natural malleability of framework, I am a born lock- 


picker. This is a gift. It usually lands its beneficiary in jail, but I have 


182 


domesticated and refined it until it has landed me before applauding 


monarchs and paying audiences. It all depends on whose lock you pick. 


It was on my first European tour, in 1901, that I became an advocate of war 
with at least a part of Germany. I believe that I therefore can claim 
precedence over Mr. James M. Beck in this respect. This is the way I was 


made to see the light: 


I was performing in Hanover, and gave a private performance before Count 
von Schwerin. _He was determined to prevent my escaping from the strait 
jacket which he and his court had selected, and commanded his henchmen to 
adjust it in such a manner that it was a constant source of physical torture to 
me every minute that I was in it. So great was the pain that I was unable to 
work with any degree of speed and it was 90 minutes before I finally freed 


myself. 


I then took occasion to tell the Count that I would never forget his little joke. 
I am not an advocate of Bolshevism, but I would be in favor of giving the 
Hanover soviet carte blanche on the estate of the Count von Schwerin. 
which I had the honor of giving before Colonel Roosevelt. On this occasion 
I was able to mystify him with what, on the face of it, was a most uncanny 
trick, but which was really nothing more or less than a case of practical 


forehandedness on my part. 


I was about to sail from London for America, and learned at the ticket office 


that Colonel Roosevelt was to be a fellow-passenger, although no public 
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announcement had been made of the fact. Figuring things out in advance, I 
foresaw the customary request from an entertainment committee of 
passengers for a performance from me on board ship, and I also realized that 
Colonel Roosevelt would be the dominating presence in the audience. I 
therefore resolved to work up something which would involve some recent 


activity of his. 


It so happened that he was returning at that time from his trip of exploration 
in South America with the announcement of the discovery of the River of 
Doubt. He had given— privately—a map of his explorations to a famous 
London newspaper and it was to be published three days after the steamer 
had sailed. No one, with the exceptior of Colonel Roosevelt and one or two 


others, knew the details of the map. I, therefore, determined to get a copy. 


I will not tell you how I managed to secure this copy, but I can say that it is 
always easy to get people to assist one in a trick. They feel that they are 
being let in “on the ground floor,” and will practice all kinds of deceits to 
which they are unaccustomed by nature, simply for the sake of being one of 
the few in a large crowd who are “in” on the thing. It is a human failing 
which I have seldom been unable to make use of. If I were to give a list of 
my accomplices and their part in some of my tricks, some of my glory would 
be transferred to many worthy citizens in all walks of life whose only 
connection with magic has been when they were connected, “sub rosa,” with 
some nefarious little scheme of mine. So it was that I got a copy of Colonel 


Roosevelt’s map. 


184 


On the second day after leaving Liverpool I was asked to give a séance and 
to answer questions. My expectations in this matter were fulfilled to the 
letter when the Colonel himself asked me if I would make my “spirit 
medium” trace, on a sheet of paper, the path of his recent explorations. I 
took the name of William Stead, who had shortly before been lost on the 
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Titanic, as my supposed "control" from the spirit world, and, on a slate 
reproduced the exact map of Mr. Roosevelt's travels. He was astounded and 
rushed up to me afterward, saying that it was the most amazing thing he had 


ever seen. 


The art of making people look somewhere else when they think they are 
watching you, is one of the chief requirements for a successful magician. In 
this, the trained usher or attendant is invaluable. By a clumsy action on the 
part of an usher at the left, the attention of the audience can be distracted 
from the performer at the right for a second or two, or sufficient time to give 
the latter an opportunity to perform the necessary sly work to make the trick 
successful. Even without an accomplice, the magician himself can make the 
audience look away from him by simply shouting, “Look at this globe! You 
will see that it is empty." And everyone looks at the globe and not at the 
magician's left hand, which is probably concealing a rabbit or a bowl of 


goldfish in his hip-pocket. 
Percy Haughton, the football coach, who has, in his way, done considerable 


magic with Harvard teams, once said that he took his cue from the magician, 


and tried to teach his charges to play football so that the opposing team 
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would be forced to watch one end of the line while the man with the ball was 


going around the other. 


But, of course, my particular field is much broader than rabbit concealing, 
and I have to go into training for such exigencies as submersion in frozen 
rivers, while chained and handcuffed, and stepping from the tops of 
buildings into vacant space. I have, for many years, bathed in ice-water to 
make myself immune from the effects of my professional submarine 
activities. I once had an entire meal served to me while seated in a tub full of 


floating cakes of ice. 


My average sojourn under water, while escaping from boxes and trunks and 
things like that, is about three minutes, although, in 1896, I made an 
underwater record of four minutes and six seconds. In. order to keep in 
firstclass physical condition, I neither drink nor smoke. With the advent of 
prohibition, and the consequent improvement in the physical condition of 
American men, I look for a horde of competitors in my line. I am safe, 
however, so long as abstinence does not carry with it the ability to dislocate 


the joints at will, 


And just to get the jump on them, I have just gone into the movies. Edgar 
Allan Poe will furnish the first scenarios as his tales contain the desired 
amount of mysticism, danger and opportunity for physical exertion. The 
combination is one that I shall not try to break, I am told out here in 
California, where I am working away at my scenarios and productions, that 


.my act is bound to go well in the movies; so, if you hear that the Famous 
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Players have made a small fortune during the year 1919, you will know at 


whose door to lay credit for it. 
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Stories of Summer Sexual Awakenings by Maureen O'Connor 


[New York] For parents, sending a teen to summer camp must be a deal with 
the devil: You get a break from caring for your angsty kid, but in exchange, 
you live with the knowledge that little Madison might suck a dick this 


summer. 


Communal sleeping, shared showers, and minimal supervision — often at 
the hands of slightly older and even hornier youths — add up to a pressure 
cooker of hormones, humiliation, awkward fumbling, and memorable 


discoveries. 


We collected ten people’s most vivid memories of summer-camp sex — and 
sex gone awry, and confused preteen discoveries, and other strangely 


nostalgic humiliations. 


1. Fake Orgasms Sweep Horse Camp 


When I was 11, there was a fake-orgasm craze at Camp Rim Rock’s 
horseback riding camp for girls. It started when Lauren Petersen* asked if 
anyone else had “tickling feelings” while grinding on a Western saddle. 
Lauren was the alpha girl of my cabin. She was cool and tough and came 
from New York and had a Beastie Boys cassette. When she stole my pink 
training bra, I was kind of honored. If Lauren Petersen felt tickles on horses, 


then feeling tickles on horses was cool. Soon everyone was feeling tickles, 


188 


or trying to feel them, or faking them. It was like the Salem Witch Trials. I 


will never say whether my horsegasms were fake. 


I was kicked out of the horsegasm clique after fighting Lauren for my bra. 
On laundry day, I snatched it back, then dramatically wrote my name on it in 
black permanent marker, ruining the bra for both of us. After that I had to be 
friends with a girl with a bowl cut who kept apologizing for having the same 
last name as me. She said it meant her family used to enslave mine. White 


guilt starts so young. 


2. Camp Spirit or Furry Fetish? 


All camp hookups, in my experience, were a little predator-prey. I was 15 
when a 20-year-old counselor convinced me it would be hilarious if we stole 
full-body squirrel costumes from the drama supply closet (the squirrel was 
our camp mascot) and snuck through the woods to terrorize kids who were 
camping in tents that night. So we put on the costumes and hiked to the 
campsite — and ended up making out on a picnic table in full-body fur suits, 


squirrel heads perched beside us. 


3. Sexual Shaving Rituals 


We always shaved our 12-year-old legs outside where the boys could see, 
sitting on towels spread over the pavement that connected the girls’ camp to 
the boys’ camp. When I was 13, my counselor got me and another camper 


to shave her vag before she met up with her boyfriend. We did it outside on 
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the porch, her lying down and us on either side of her, giggling. She was 16 
and told us all her sex stories. She once dared several girls in my bunk to put 
Gold Bond on our vaginas. It was so cold that it stung and I experienced a 
kind of sensitivity generally reserved for varsity S&M games. I think the 
counselor got a perverse kick out if it, even though she is straight. She is 


now a wedding planner. 


Still, she gave me some good advice: When my prepubescent tits were 
getting squeezed like tiny stress balls during make-outs behind the bunk, my 


counselor said I should tell the boys, “Be gentle.” 


4. Lesbian Stirrings at Bible Camp 


I wouldn’t say I “realized” I was gay at church camp. When I had my first 
kiss at camp, it was with a boy. I was a hard-core Texas Bible baby, but my 
camp shared space with other groups and many weren’t Christian. There was 
this one older girl who wasn’t with us. And she was so beautiful. I still 
remember it. Dark hair down to her waist, little khaki shorts. I was 11: I 
didn’t understand sex, but I remember sitting at a campfire sing-along and 
just staring at her legs. Then I looked up and saw her looking back at me 
with this face that said, “I know exactly what you’re thinking, you dirty little 
lesbian." Not in a mean way, just the same thing she did when little boys had 
crushes on her. It was encouraging in a way I hadn't experienced before. 
Being interested in girls had never been an option. I'd never consciously 


explored it before. 
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I essentially spent the next few weeks there looking at her legs. From that 
point on, I paid attention to girls. I looked at them. I looked at the Sports 
Illustrated “Swimsuit Edition.” I remember thinking the sex scene 
in Multiplicity was hot. Andie MacDowell, with a southern accent and a 


full-length nighty. I was so into that. 


5. The Girl Who Discovered Orgasms 


I had my first orgasm at Jewish summer camp, the result of dry-humping 
against a cabin. A few years later I lost my virginity at a summer camp on a 
kibbutz. I had sex five times that night, including in the shower, and came 


every time! Talk about getting off to a good (blessed?) start. 


6. Naked Boy, Uproarious Laughter 


In 1983, I was 11 years old — too young to be interested in seeing what a 
naked girl looked like, but old enough to be terrified of being seen naked by 
one myself. But the other boys in my cabin, a year ahead of me and with 
puberty underway, proposed that the girls’ cabin join us after dinner for 
skinny-dipping in the Au Sable River in northern Michigan, where we had 
gone for a canoeing trip. I was afraid to participate, but even more afraid that 
declining would harm my already-tenuous social standing. So it was agreed: 
The boys would head off into the trees to the right of the campsite, strip, and 


jump into the river, where the girls would meet us. 
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When we arrived — I was wearing nothing but the waterproof watch that 
came free with my subscription to Sports Illustrated — the girls still stood 
on the shore, where they informed us that they would not be joining us in the 
river, and had furthermore taken our clothes, and would watch us come 
retrieve them. A couple boys proudly marched out of the river. The rest 
came out crouching over to hide their privates. I stayed behind out of a 
combination of fear and the wan hope that if I waited long enough, 


everybody would get bored and leave. 


This did not happen. 


And so, getting colder and colder, I slowly trudged out, crouching and 
covering, everybody else now clothed and staring at me. Somebody asked 
me what time it was. The request somehow triggered an automatic reflect, 
and I was momentarily transported out of the moment. I stood straight up, 
looked at my watch, and answered. And then I looked down at my cold, wet, 
exposed prepubescent boyhood, and everybody — boys and girls alike — 
was laughing uproariously at me. Honest, I hadn’t realized what would 
happen when I picked up my hand to check my watch. I have never worn a 
timepiece since, and, honest, it just occurred to me as I recalled this story 


that this might be the reason why. 


7. The Birth of a Teen Hussy 
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The summer after seventh grade, I went on a bike tour from Vermont and 
into Canada. I was the only girl on the trip, aside from the counselor with 


whom I shared a tent but no rapport. We rode 60 miles a day. 


Somewhere around the border of Canada, we camped on a beach. It had 
been about ten days and I hadn’t had any fun with the random group of 
dorks on my trip, but that night I heard a party raging down the beach. I 
waited until the counselor fell asleep, then snuck out of our tent and walked 
toward the party. It was a big bonfire, loads of booze, local teens. I met a 
very cute, blond 16-year-old and told him I was 15. (I was 13.) He took me 
into the woods, and, chalk it up to boredom or my first taste of anonymous 
hooking up, but I decided that I would give this stranger my first ever blow 
job. I didn’t tell him. I just went for it. 


When I returned to my tent, the counselor was frantic. She had woken up, 
realized I was gone, and freaked out. I was promptly kicked off the bike 
tour, sent alone by Greyhound bus back to Port Authority for my parents to 
retrieve me. I never told a living soul what I did with that boy. It was the 


beginning of many years as a teen hussy. 


8. The Topless Girl Who Ran Into Her Dad 


I attended a church camp that my super-strict church put on every summer. 
Premarital sex was a sin punishable by eternal damnation and girls couldn’t 
wear jewelry, makeup, or anything tight or low-cut. The opposite sex was 


referred to as “the brothers" or “the sisters," and we were kept mostly 
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separate, outside of meals, lectures, and campfire sing-alongs. The year I 
turned 16, my dad volunteered as the camp’s director and decided that each 
age group would have its own color, denoted by T-shirts. My XXL purple T- 
shirt was four sizes too large. (I’m still not sure if that was a mistake, or if 
Dad did it to reign in my precociousness.) But my friends’ shirts fit them, so 
I would take turns wearing my friend Sarah’s T-shirt, swapping at the end of 


the day. 


One night after a sing-along, I, thinking I had a tank top underneath, 
whipped off Sarah’s T-shirt like it was no big deal. Her eyes bulged and I 
realized that I was wearing only my silky padded bra from Victoria’s Secret 
— itself a contraband item — in front of maybe 50 fundamentalist teenagers 
of both genders. I freaked and ran to the closest building with my arms 
crossed over me. I opened the first door I saw and plunged in, thinking it 
would be empty. Inside was my father. He was giving a presentation to a 
handful of national and regional church leaders who were visiting our camp. 
Freaking out again, I ran behind the whiteboard of his presentation. The 
church elders awkwardly shuffled out, and then my father came back and 
kindly handed over his sports jacket. To this day, we have never talked about 
it. 


9. First Kiss: A Tale of Minor Tragedy 


I had my first kiss at summer camp. “Wanna blow me?” he asked a few 
seconds later. I didn’t know what “blow” meant so I didn’t respond, but after 


a few more seconds of kissing, I knew I would do anything for this boy. He 
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was the love of my life. So that night I asked an older girl to explain 
“blowing.” l’d barely processed the information when I walked into the 
cafeteria the next morning and saw the older girl holding hands with the love 
of my life. She had somehow managed to track him down and blow him 
before breakfast. I ran to the bathroom and sobbed. A few days later, I found 
a new boy to kiss and forgot all about the first one. I don’t remember either 


of their names anymore. 


10. Caught in Headlights 


At a church camp when I was 16, I became a secret item with a boy. I wasn't 
a camper; my family was in an in-between home situation that year, so we 
lived there and I did office work to earn my keep. The boy would sneak 
away from activities to hang out with me. On the night he was leaving, I 
snuck out to his cabin to say good-bye. What we did not know was that his 
dad had already arrived to pick him up. The staff, including my mom, were 
looking for us everywhere. We were caught literally in headlights when my 
mom and another staffer drove up in a golf cart, shouting. The boy, being 
quite the gentleman, sprinted away and left me to be interrogated 
alone. Definitely a lesson in the kind of man one wants — or does not want 


— in her life. 


* Names changed to protect the innocent who lost their innocence at camp. 
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How to Make Money with Your Masculinity ...Be an Artist Model 


Find out how you can line your own pockets with what’s already in your 


trousers 


[London] When Simon Lloyd pulls his pants down, he feels like Robbie 
Williams playing Wembley Stadium. It’s the moment of his day that he most 
looks forward to. “When you’ve got a room full of sexy women in a nice 
house and they're all concentrating on your naked body - it’s the most 


powerfully masculine feeling," he tells me. 


It sounds great. But, watching as he wobbles on one leg and yanks his black 
Calvin Kleins over his bent knee, I’m less sure. Before I attend the session, 
he tells me that, sometimes, he finds himself becoming erect. Yesterday, I 


asked him, “What would you do if you're in a school and you go hard?” 


“T’d always say, ‘My leg's getting a little sore, I might need to have a break 
to stretch a bit’,” he told me. 


Unwelcome erections are just one of the surprises that I have discovered 
during my investigation into the lives of men who make a legal living from 
their penises. Hurtling down the second drop on the Recession Big Dipper, I 
wanted to know how a man can make money from the very thing that 
defines him on a physiological level. I wondered if it was a viable way to 


make ends meet, a supplementary revenue stream. Or is it a means to an end 
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— a manner in which you can bring home extra bacon while enjoying 


yourself ? Hopefully, it’s a bit of both. 


The men of this unusual industry all have jobs with their exclusive physical 
joys, financial profits and occupational hazards. I set out to discover how 
you can use your cock for lawful commerce and whether you’d want to. 
And, should you be tempted, what you can learn about using your own end 


for this most masculine of means. 


Simon is a life model (difficulty rating: low; hourly rate: £10-£200). He 
started posing nude for colleges more than 20 years ago, and tonight he’s 
been hired by a private group of six 20-something professional females. 
Simon has taken on a dramatic pose, one hand tucked behind his head, and 
has a tidily groomed chest and the handsome bone structure of the catalogue 
model he once was. At 40, he does kind of resemble Robbie Williams, or 
maybe his distant cousin. Taking in the rest of his body, as I am able to do 
from my seat at an easel, Simon’s scrotum is pink and weighty. His cock 
leers arrogantly into the neatly appointed room. It’s a large penis, about the 


length of a sardine. 


I don’t know whether it’s me or not, but it does seem to be growing. I 
silently observe the women. They appear calm. Then, suddenly, he says, 
“Where’s your bathroom?” and jogs out of the room. I decide not to say 


anything. 
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Simon does pretty well out of his sardine. À private event such as this can 
earn him as much as £200; a college will pay between £10 and £15 per hour. 
It’s an easy way to make money and the range of bodies people want to draw 
means any man of any age and any physical proportions can do it. You 
simply sign up with the Register of Artist’s Models. Their main advice is not 
to lie about your level of experience. If it’s your first time sitting, say so. 


Otherwise you may be left to your own devices when it comes to posing. 


As for the erection, arousal in some cases is to be expected.“ The artists don't 
think of what they’re doing as sexual,” say clinical psychologist Ron Bracey. 
“But any feedback from the audience can create an erotic psychological 
connection to the situation.” If you’re worried about creating as obvious a 
link to your arousal as Simon clearly has, Bracey suggests occupying your 


thoughts with the mundane or amusing. 
When he returns from the toilet, our model opts for the latter. He tells a few 


jokes and soon everyone is laughing. There’s no doubt that this is a job in 


which he revels ... 
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The Surréal 
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Japanese Performance Artist Cooks Own Genitalia for Guests 


[Tokyo, 2012] Mao Sugiyama (born March 31, 1990) is a Japanese 
performance artist from Tokyo, Japan who decided to have his genitals 


surgically removed on his 22nd birthday in order to promote asexuality. 


For his de-sexing, Sugiyama, who’s known under the guise of Ham Cybele, 
underwent a full castration which is a genital-removal surgery to remove his 
15 cm long penis, testicles, and scrotum skin, rendering him a ‘nullo.’ 
Sugiyama screened himself before undergoing the procedure to ensure he 
was disease-free. With no intention of implanting female sexual organs or 


undergoing female hormone therapy, Sugiyama plans to remain asexual. 


He originally intended to consume the genitals; however, he later decided to 
stage a public event where he cooked and served the genitals with button 


mushrooms and Italian parsley to the public. 


200 


Although around 70 people turned up to the event, only five people actually 
ate Mao’s genitalia at 20,000 yen per plate. The other guests dined on 


crocodile and beef steak. 


Sugiyama, who donned a chef’s hat, prepared the meal in front of seventy 


curious onlookers and dinners, as well as the Tokyo media. 


The meal comprised of sautéed genitals with mushrooms and Italian parsley. 


He gave a running commentary of his DaDa ideas. 
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Here he is slicing his sausage. 
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As well as sautéed male oysters steeped in butter 


+ 
) 


iate. 


Have you ever enjoyed prairies oysters (which are testicles of bulls) ? 
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Mao and three other people who helped organize the event were charged by 
Japanese authorities for indecent exposure which if they had been convicted 


could have meant two years in jail and around a 32,000 yen fine. 


For following year, all of the media attention calmed down and the charges 


were dropped. 


If you are left wondering as to why such a taboo went unchallenged under 
the Japanese jurisdiction, it’s because fhe act of cannibalism is not illegal in 


Japan! 


Over the last decade there has been several such fancy meals served in 
Tokyo, including at least one meal when filet de femme was served where a 
group of lesbians had their labia sculpture and their surgeries paid for at 


20,000 yen per sitting. 
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Why it’s called a Pussy ... by Aki Kurosawa 


"2 


T 


I was twelve at the time and had heard some high school boys say to a girl 
.. Show us your pussy. This was the first time I heard this slang word ... 


Why is a girl's vulva called a pussy? I wondered. 


When I got home from school that day I asked my grandmother and she 
washed my mouth out with soap. I knew not to ask my mother. I sat on my 


bed petting my cat pumpkin, looked at her face and wondered. 


205 


When you look at a woman’s vulva ... does it really look like a cat? 


Over many years I have searched and searched for the reason why a 
woman’s privates is called a pussy only to find I just needed to ask my sister 


this question ... she knew the answer. 

She seems to know all the answers when it comes to sex and urban slang! 
Instead of just telling me she decided to show me ... she had done a film 
with her then boy friend in which well ... she doesn’t leave much to the 


imagination. There she was sitting in a white dress on a white chesterfield in 


aroom with white ... white ... white. 
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My sister is not shy in any way ... unlike me, who would never ever think of 
doing a film like this ... I found it hard to watch the film and well even 
thought I knew what my sister looked like it was a long seven minutes 


before she said ... now watch this! 


When the time was right she took some snaps from the film. Here they are: 


I wanted to look away but my sister would not let me. 


‘Watch,’ she said, *... see why it is called a pussy!’ 


‘Look what happens when you pull your lips apart,” (1 have never really 


thought of looking at myself in a mirror ... my sisters, naturally, has!) 
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‘Can you see the pussy cat’s nose, her eyes and mouth?’ she asked me. 


‘Can you see my pussy? He's grinning ... I can make it meow,’ she said, and 


lifted her lips. 
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And then she made it meow. 
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OMG! We couldn't stop giggling.“ wanted to do a film about my boy friend 
and his penis, but we couldn’t find anything as funny as this to do with him.’ 
I was a bit crazy but my sister insisted I let her take a picture of mine. Being 


a bit more modest than she is, this is how the picture turned out. 
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Pictorial: Boy or Girl? 
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Fifty Girls’ First Thoughts after Seeing an Erection 


Girls, what did you think when you saw an erect penis for the first time? 


1. I was eight and my younger brother let me and our younger sister sneak a 


peek. When we saw what he looked like we couldn’t stop giggling.. 


2. ‘Before I saw one I’d assumed a penis became erect still pointing down. 
I’d never seen any pictures, I imagined that sex would be an awkward 
encounter. When I was fourteen I saw my first erection and it was pointing 
straight up. It was a boy in my class who had come to my birthday party. 
We were playing truth or dare and he chose dare. He had to stand up and 


show us girls his penis. “Ohhhhhh that totally makes sense now!” 
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3. ‘I was confused because the typical boy drawings in biology books are 
very misleading. Before, I always thought that boy’s balls were in two 


separate sacks. Now I have seen the real thing and know how it is for real! 


Herbert List, Little Brother, 1953 


4. It was when I was thirteen. My parents let me babysit my next door 
neighbor’s 5 year old daughter and one year old son for a few hours as they 
went out for a romantic evening. They told me the baby had been fed and 
changed and he would sleep through the night. At around ten he started to 
cry and his sister got up and told me ‘I will have to change him.’ I had never 
changed a baby’s diapers before. Lucky for me he had just peed. My 
mother had to come over and show me how to do this. OMG ... so that’s 
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what a boy looks like. It was then that my mother sat me down and told me 
about the birds and the bees for the second time. I had been having my 
period for some time and so it was time for her to tell me the other half of 
the story ... all about boys. Then she left me there all by myself, imaging 
what boys do to girls. So ... I went to have another look. It seemed so small 
and so soft. His little sis “caught me in the act.’ I was so embarrassed. 
Then she did sometime I will never forget. She took her little finger and ran 
it up and down his penis and voila ... it was no longer small and soft. Then 
she turned to me and said ...”I know he likes that ... isn’t it beautiful!” I let 
her stay up until her parents got home ... in case the baby cried again. 

5. ‘When I was 18, I walked in on my roommate’s naked boyfriend. It was 
summer and he was taking a nap, naked on her bed. When I saw his thing 
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sticking out, I thought, how is that going to fit inside me? 


6. ‘I grew up with older five and very protective brothers. I had seen their 
boners more time than you can imagine. It was interesting to see how 
different they all are. Girls are all different too. One time when we were 
camping they decided to put the fire out // aboy’s way. I was twelve at the 
time and watched in amazement. They were all drunk on beer and didn’t 
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know I was watching. They thought I was fast asleep in my tent. Boys will 
be boys! ’ 

7. ‘My thought process went a little something like ‘OMG I’m at least 
somewhat sexually arousing. I like this penis. Wait... he shaved. He was 
expecting this. I wanna touch it. Yup, this thing is great. And so soft. I have 


no idea what to do. Yup, this is fun.’ Dicks are awesome.’ 


8. ‘Hey, as I watched it got bigger!’ 

9. ‘It looks like a creature from a horror film protruding from his crotch.’ 

10. ‘Is that supposed to be hot? If so, I think it might be broken.’ 

11. ‘I thought it would be way further down, like where a vagina 1s.’ 

12.‘It really does look like a lollipop, but it sure doesn’t taste like one!’ 

13. ‘Wait, is that what a boner is?’ 

14. ‘Huh. So that’s why I like girls more.’ 

15. I saw my baby brother's penis when I was a kid, if that counts. 

“WHAT IS THAT? WHY IS HE SO DIFFERENT?" 

16. I thought it looked strange, then wondered what I was supposed to do 
with it. (I knew about the existence of handjobs and blowjobs, but i had no 
idea how to give one. And being a virgin, i wasn't quite ready for sex.) And 
it felt nothing like i had expected. I expected it to be softer, 1 guess? 
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17. Having a vagina all my life, I assumed that penises were in the exact 
same spot (ie between the legs) rather than a few inches below the belly 
button, where a girl’s pubic bone would normally be. Obviously I hadn’t 
considered the logistics of how sex works, but it was a crazy moment of 
discovery that everything I thought I knew about penises was wrong. Also, I 


still think they look funny. 


18. I laughed. Not cruelly, but penises are funny-looking and it was flaccid 
cos We were just gonna shower with our swim suits on and he just whipped 
it out when I wasn’t expecting it. Looked hilarious, plus I was pretty nervous 
and had 16 year old’s reaction to a wild penis randomly appearing. 

19. I have older and younger brothers (I’m a girl), so a penis wasn’t actually 
news to me. That being said, this comment was painfully accurate for a first 
time, although as I kept my poker face, I don’t think it counts... Does it? 

20. What could qualify as a genuine first reaction was when I saw a 
circumcised penis for the first time. I was like “Hah, that must hurt...”. I 
made the poor guy self-conscious for a bit (he thought I was referring to the 


scar), but then I explained I was actually referring to the glans being directly 
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exposed to everything. I mean, I can’t help but think how bad it’d feel if I 


didn’t have my clit hood and tried to put on panties. 


this is Penis-chan 


x 
=” 
` DE s quite en 


don't shake her 


D d 


| it'll make her sick 


21. My first ‘real-life’ penis was a little small which was kind of nice 
because it was less intimidating than I had anticipated and I could fit the 
entire thing into my vagina. It was surprisingly firm and... like it had a life 
of its own. I didn't expect how much the throbbing would excite me. 

22. My first reaction: good lord, how do you guys walk around with those 
things? Today it is much the same question. 

23. First time I saw a penis in person, I was like “huh, that's bigger than 
expected and looks way simpler than a vagina". It was a pretty average-sized 


penis. It took some practice and research to figure out what kind of touching 
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feels best. Also, I kept having to hold back nervous giggles over having an 
actual penis in my hand. I never thought a negative thing about it, but I’m 


sure laughing wouldn’t have gone over well, regardless of any explanation. 


24. The first time I saw another person’s vagina was mind-blowing. I was 
all “holy shit, Ihave one of these and I had no idea“. I didn’t know the first 
thing about where my own clitoris was, but they’re like mini-cocks, they’re 
tough to miss. I also had basically never stuck anything in my own vagina 
before (barring the penis mentioned above) and found that it was not located 
as high up as I thought it would be, and it felt all sorts of interesting and 
bumpy inside. (And I very quickly learned that I needed to keep my 
fingernails short if I intended to go on touching vaginas.) 

25. I was older, more experienced, and less nervous during vagina-time than 
penis-time, but I was still basically naive and clueless about how bodies vary 
and how pleasure works. I spent a lot of time just exploring and figuring 
things out before anything actually got sexy, which was ultimately well 
worth the time for both of us. 

26. The first time I really got to inspect a penis in person ... One of the 


more surprising things was seeing that testicles actually ascend upward and 
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disappear at various times... (like right before ejaculation.) Sometimes he’d 
be about to cum and I would slow down and then push on the area right 
above his penis and his balls would go back down into the sack. 

27. Internal dialogue: “Ok, there it is. It’s exactly what it should look 
like....I think? Actually it’s kinda gross. I don’t really want to touch it. But I 
should offer to touch it. To not touch it would be rude. l’Il just prod it gently. 
Why is he looking at me like I’m crazy? What...did he say grab it and 
squeeze? WTF I thought this was the most sensitive part of a dude's body! 
Won't that hurt him?!? I hope he doesn't try to grab and squeeze any parts of 
me like this. OK OW HE SUSPECTS MY ANATOMY IS RESILIENT TO 
EQUAL PRESSURE OW. How do I tell him to stop without being rude? 
Ow. I guess Pll just wait for it to be over and next time Pl tell...oh wait, 
that was it?” 

28. In a sexual sense, I've always thought the penis and testicles look funny. 
I mean, it's a sausage and a squishy sack of balls hanging outside of your 
body that basically has a mind of it's own. On many occasions, I have asked 
my close male friends if they ever sit on themselves or if they smack against 
their legs when they wear shorts. I’ve also asked if they just spin it around 
like a helicopter dick sometimes. Having a penis for a dude I know is as 
normal as having an arm but to me it's just so alien. 

29. oh man this is awful but he was (very) small.... the first time I saw the 
whole thing I distinctly remember thinking “is that it?" on the flip side — the 
second guy I was ever with is probably only average sized but in compared 
to the first guy he looked like he had Hagrid's hardest boner. My eyes were 


the size of saucers when he popped that beautiful cock out the first time. 


2]9 


30. I think I was around 10ish when I saw my brother’s. I literally screamed 
then wanted to see more penises. My brother told all his friends and by the 
end of the months I had seen a dozen! Wow ... what a month! 

31. I was sixteen at the time. It was actually a friend’s and we weren’t 
doing anything but just goofing off and flashing each other. I was surprised 
by how long it was. Looking back, he was probably 7 or 8 inches. Maybe 
because it was the first but I don’t think I’ve ever seen a penis that long in 
person since. 

32. I thought it was pretty cool. It wasn’t as ugly as I feared, and I was so 
impressed that he could make it twitch. It was fun, and the head was a lot 


squishier than I expected. It was really weird but in a really good way. 


33. I used to be terrified of penises. I didn’t have brothers and I grew up 
super sheltered, not seeing a one eyed willy until I was already eight and ten 
years of age. Like even seeing my boyfriend getting a boner through his 
jeans freaked me out. Good ole anxiety. Now my current boyfriends dick 
can cuddle up to my vagina and I wouldn’t even blush. 


34. “I was most surprised about how velvety soft penises are, and THEY 


demanding he make it twitch because I actually couldn’t believe what I was 
seeing.” 

35. “Being a girl I know there’s only a small space between my clitoris and 
rectum, but for a guy it is smooth all the way from to his penis to his rectum 
... It’s weird I always look for another opening a vagina but there's never 


going to be one.” 
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36. “That guys don’t have two sacks. I thought the first guy I went down on 
only had one ball. Didn’t know they weren’t in separate sacks.” 

37. “How the skin on scrotum move, like, when the balls are lowering or 
retracting I guess. It still blows my mind. It looks like a deep-sea mollusk. I 
remember the first time I got a really close, well-lit look at my boyfriend’s 
ball sack as the skin on it gracefully shifted in many directions at once. I was 
so awestruck by its independent motions. I had no idea that any part of a 


human body could move in this otherworldly manner. 


38. The first experience I had with balls changed my life; I was like a 
caveman discovering fire. “How much fun the balls can be! Yeah, sure, the 
cock was awesome but the balls fascinated me coz they reminded me of 


squishy stress balls. You could see them moving around while he stayed 
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motionless! I swear the first experience I had with balls changed my life; I 
was like a caveman discovering fire.” 

39. “How goofy it looks. I can’t imagine why guys send dick pics. Why 
would you want to show off something that looks so ridiculous? Seriously, 
just because it feels nice doesn’t mean it’s sexy to look at. I mean, I’m sure 
vaginas aren’t very pretty either, but I don’t hear complaints about unwanted 
vagina pics.” 

40. “How hard penises get and how floppy and silly they are when soft. It 
just blows my mind they go from practically mush to a hard-on in 10 
seconds. How soft dick is...Other parts of men skin is rough or callous but 


somehow. Dick is fucking baby-skin soft. I was like woahhhh! O O" 


41. “They’re always yanking on these things like they’re gonna rip them 
clean off, then when I touch it, it feels so damn delicate and I’m told to be 
gentle....” 

42. “This is dumb but I was surprised at what balls actually looked like. 


Because of the drawings of penises that people always drew, I assumed there 
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were two little sacks of testicles hanging of either side of the penis, not one 
sack with two testicles in them, if that makes sense.” 

43. “My first time was a game of I'll show you mine if you show me yours 
when I was around 5 years old. The boy was not circumcised. 12 years later, 
I was losing my virginity. The boy was circumcised. I had no idea what 
circumcision was, so I assumed that the difference in appearance was due to 
some sort of change that happens due to puberty. The next 3 dicks I saw 
were all circumcised. Until, the 4th dick I saw was uncircumcised. I didn’t 
want to embarrass him by mentioning it and spent months believing that he 
had an adult-sized child dick. I privately wondered what went wrong with 
his puberty. One day after we broke up, I mentioned it to a girlfriend, and 
was educated on circumcision. Felt like an idiot.” 

44. “Penises are so soft! And velvety. And fun to play with. I once saw my 
baby brother’s thingy. He had a buried one. And they had to do surgery to 
draw it out. I did not know he was not ‘normal’ when I saw it for the first 
time. My mother had plunked him into the bath with me (I was four at the 
time). I thought all boys looked like that. Then I saw him after his surgery 
and realized that they had to give his little thingy a pull to take it out of its 
hiding place. Now he is a happy two year old and sometimes runs around 
with nothing, on proud of who he now is. 

45. “Have you ever just watched balls relax and contract while your 
boyfriend is lying down after sex? It’s so fascinating. I just want to poke 
them and play with them. The first time I touched an erect penis was through 
my ex’s skinny jeans when I was 14. It actually felt like wood! Freaked me 


right out.” 
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46. “The size difference between soft and hard dick. It went from ‘huh, 
cute, slightly disappointing, kinda looks like a pear’ to ‘oh’ to ‘that is SO not 
gonna fit’ really fast.” 

47. “Penises are really really gross and ugly. To the point where I almost 
can’t have sex with the lights on because they freak me out.” 

48. If you asked me would I want a penis, can I ask whether boys would 
want a vagina ... blood once a month and all that. Maybe I might want to 
stick a penis on my body and try it out for a month. I wonder what it’s like 


to push instead or being pushed around. 


49. I wish boys could walk around with their penises hanging out. Then we 


girls could pick for ourselves, then the other way around. 
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50. If I had one ... I would spend my entire day playing with it. We girls 
play with ourselves more often than you can imagine. Do boys spend their 


days playing with their penises ... of course they do. 


I bet it must be fun! 
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Female Preferences ... Women Prefer Circumcised Men ... 


In a survey where women were asked to rate their preferences when it came 
to different forms of sexual activity, a substantial majority of women 


overwhelmingly preferred men who were circumcised; 


For Intercourse: 71 percent preferred circumcised men while only 6 


percent said they preferred uncircumcised men; 


For Fellatio: 82 percent said they preferred a circumcised penis while 2 


percent said they preferred an uncircumcised partner; and 


For Manual Stimulation: 75 percent favored circumcised partners 


compared with 5 percent who reported a preference for uncircumcised men. 


In addition, 76 percent said circumcised penises were more attractive while 
only 4 percent said they preferred the look of an uncircumcised penis; a 
whopping 90 percent said the circumcised penis looked “sexier;” 85 percent 


said it felt nicer to the touch; and 92 percent said they felt it was cleaner. 
Even women who had never had a circumcised partner said they preferred 


the way a circumcised penis looks. In another survey of 1,000 women, only 


3 percent said they preferred the look of an uncircumcised penis. 
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